



**JshcdlhAveafU]t<UBt^i/WtU(!mih^Ui»onl^forha^’^^^ It 
is a place cfnumy reedtecUom Unm^forl oaamot bui ihisik how dtanged I 
am frm the same Walter S(xU who was so pamonaidy ambitious <tf /am 
when I wrote tite song of Youn^ LochminliT at Bothmll; and if I covM nsoall 
the satne/edings, where was I to Jtnd an audience so kind and patient, and 
whose applause was at the same time so well worth having, as Lady Jkdkedh 
and Lady Jkfuglas 1 When one thinks of Biese things, there is rm sUenemg 
on^s regrd but by Corporal Ifym's philosophy; Things must be as the; 
nisy. One gencraHoti goeth and (mother cameth. To Lord Montaqu, Jme 
ibth, 1826 . 
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NOVEMBER 

[EdiT^mrgli^ Nm>em})cr 20 , 1825 . —I have all my life 
regretted that I did not keep a regular Journal. I have 
myself lost recollection of muck that was interesting, and I 
have deprived my family and the public of some curious 
information, by not carrying this resolution into effect. I 
have bethought me, on seeing lately some volumes of Byron’s 
notes, that he probably had hit upon the right way of keep¬ 
ing such a memorandum-book, by throwing aside all pretence 
to regularity and order, and marking down events just as 
they occurred to recollection. 1 will try this plan ; and 
behold I have a handsome locked volume, such as might 
ser\'e for a lady’s album. bem, John Lockhart, and 

Anne, and I are to raise a Society for the suppression of 
Albums. It is a most troublesome shape of mendicity. 
Sir, your autograph—a line of poetry—or a prose sen¬ 
tence!—Among all the sprawling sonnets, and blotted 
trumpery that dishonours these miscellanies, a man must 
have, a good stomach that can swallow this botheration as 
a compliment. 

I was in Ireland last summer, and had a most delightful 
tour. It cost me upwards of £ 500 , including £100 left 
with Walter and Jane, for we travelled a largo party and in 
style. There is much less exaggerated about the Irish 
than is to be expected. Their poverty is not exaggerated; 
it is on the extreme verge of human misery; their cottages 
.would scarce serve for pig-styes, even in Scotland, and 

A 
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their rags seem the very refuse of a rag-shop, and are 
disposed on their bodies with such ingenious variety of 
wretchedness that you would think nothing but some sort 
of perverted taste could have assembled so many sbreds to¬ 
gether. You are constantly fearful that some knot or loop 
will give, and place the individual before you in all the 
primitive simplicity of Paradise. Then for their food, they 
have only potatoes, and too few of them. Yet the men look 
stout and healthy, the women buxom and well-coloured. 

Dined with us, being Sunday, Will. Clerk and Charles 
Kirkpatrick Sharpe. W. C. is the second son of the 
celebrated author of Naval Tcuitics} I have known him 
intimately since our eollege days; and, to my thinking, 
never met a man of greater powers, or more complete in- 
fi rmation on all desirable subjects. In youth he had 
strongly the Edinburgh pruritus dispu;tandi ; but habits of 
society have greatly mellowed it, and though still anxious 
to gain your suffrage to his views, he endeavours rather to 
conciliate your opinion than conquer it by force. Still there 
is enough of tenacity of sentiment to prevent, in London 
society, where all must go slack and easy, W. C. from rising 
to the very top of the tree as a conversation man, who must 
not only wind the thread of his argument gracefully, but 
also know when to let go. But I like the Scotch taste 
better; there is more matter, more information, above all, 
more spirit in it. Clerk will, I am afraid, leave the world 
little more tlian the report of his fame. He is too indolent 
to finish any considerable work.^ Charles Kirkpatrick 
Sharpe is another very remarkable man. He was bred 
a clergyman, but did not take orders, owing I believe to 
jv peculiar effeminacy of voice which must have been 

^ An Emay m Naval Tactics, prototype of Darsie Latimer in 
Syhtematif-al atui Jliatorical, with BedgamUlet, admired through life 
ex 2 Tlanatory plates. In four parts, for talents and learning of which 
By John Clerk. 4to. Lond. 1790. he has left no monument,” died at 

^ William Clerk of Eldin, the Edinburgh in January 1847. * 
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unpleasant in reading prayers. Some family quarrels occa¬ 
sioned his being indifferently provided for by a small 
annuity from his eld^ brother, extorted by an arbitral decree. 
He has infinite wit and a great turn for antiquarian lore, as 
the publications of KirUm} etc., bear witness. His drawings 
are the most fieinciful and droll imaginable—a mixture be¬ 
tween Hogarth and some of those foreign masters who 
painted temptations of St Anthony, and such grotesque 
subjects. As a poet he has not a very strong touch. Strange 
that his finger-ends can describe so well what he cannot 
bring out clearly and firmly in words. If he were to make 
drawing a resource, it might raise him a large income. But 
though a lover of antiquities, and •fcherefpre of expensive 
trifles, C. K. S. is too aristocratic to use his art to assist his 
revenue. He is a very complete genealogist, and has made 
many detections in Dotiglas and other books on pedigree, 
which our nobles would do well to suppress if they had an 
opportunity. Strange that a man should be curious after 
scandal of centuries old! Not but Charles loves it fresh and 
fresh also, for, being very much a fashionable man, he is 
always master of the reigning report, and he tells the 
anecdote with such gusto that there is no helping sym¬ 
pathising with him—the peculiarity of voice adding not a 
little to the general effect. My idea is that C. K. S., with 
his oddities, tastes, satire, and high aristocratic feelings, re¬ 
sembles Horace Walpole—perhaps in his person also, in a 
general way.—See Miss Hawkins' Amcdotes 2 for a descrip¬ 
tion of the author of The CaUlc of Otranto, 

No other company at dinner except my cheerful and 
good-humoured friend Jlfimc Macdonald,® so called in fond¬ 
ness. One bottle of champagne with the ladies* assistance, 

^ Stcret and Tme JliMonj of the and Memoire, collected bj Lffititia 
Ghurchqf Sa>tlandfi'omtheJt&itora- Matilda Hawkins. 8vo. Lond. 
tUm to the year 1678. 4to. Edin. 1822. 

1817. ^ Miss Macdonald Buchanan of 

- Anecdotes, Biographical Sketches, Drummakill.— J. 0. L. 
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two of claret. I observe that both these great connoisseurs 
were very nearly, if not quite, agreed, that there are w) 
absolutely undoubted originals of Queen Mary. But how 
then should we be so very distinctly informed as to her 
features ? What has become of all the originals which sug¬ 
gested these innumerable copies ? Surely Mary must have 
been as unfortunate in this as in other particulars of her life.' 

Nommh&r 21.—I am enamoured of my journal. I wish the 
zeal may but last. Once more of Ireland. I said their poverty 
was not exaggerated; neither is their wit—nor their good- 
humour—^nor their whimsical absurdity—^nor their courage. 

Wib ,—I gave a fellow a shilling on some occasion when 
sixpence was thp fee. • " Remember you owe me sixpence, 
Pat.” “May your honour live till I pay you!” There 
was courtesy as well as wit in this, and all the clothes 
on Pat’s back would have been dearly bought by the sum 
in question. 

Good-humour .—There is perpetual kindness in the Irish 
cabin; butter-milk, potatoes, a stool is offered, or a stone is 
rolled that your honour may sit down and be out of the 
smoke, and those who beg everywhere else seem desirous to 
exercise free hospitality in their own houses. Their natural 
disposition is turned to gaiety and happiness; while a Scotch¬ 
man is thinking about the term-day, or, if easy on that 
subject, about hell in the next world—while an Englishman 
is making a little hell of his own in the present, because his 
muffin is not well roasted—Pat’s mind is always turned to 
fun and ridicule. They are terribly excitable, to be sure, 
and will murther you on slight suspicion, and find out next 
day that it was all a mistake, and that it was not yourself 
lih^ meant to kill at ail at all. 

Abswrdity. —They were widening the road near Lord 

* Mr. Sharpe, whose LeUcr* and the Sir Mtmgo Malagrowther of 
Mmoir were publiehed in two The Fortunes of Nigel some of 
volumes Svu, Edin. 18S8, survived Sharpe’s peculiarities are not un- 
Sir Walter till the year 1851. In faithfully mirrored. 
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Claiemont's. seat as we passed. A number of cars were 
drawn up together at a particular point, where we also 
halted, as we understood they were blowing a rock, and the 
was expected presently to go oft After waiting two 
minutes or so, a fellow called out something, and our cairis^e 
as a planet, and the cars for satellites, started all forward 
at once, the Irishmen whooping and crying, and the horses 
galloping. Unable to learn the meaning of this, I was only 
left to suppose that they had delayed firing the intended 
till we should pass, and that we were passing quickly to make 
the delay as short as possible. No such thing. By dint 
of making great haste, we got within ten yards of the rock 
when the blast took place, throwing dust and gravel 
on om* carriage, and had our postillion brought us a little 
nearer (it was not for want of hallooing and flogging that 
he did not), we should have had a still more serious share 
of the explosion. The explanation I received from the 
drivers was, that they had been told by the overseer that 
as the mine had been so long in going off, he dared say we 
would have time to pass it—so we just waited long enough 
to make the danger imminent. I have only to add that 
two or three people got behind the carriage, just for nothing 
but to see how our honours got past 

Went to the Oil Gas Committee^ this morning, of which 
concern I am president, or chairman. It has amused me 
muifii by bringing me into company with a body of active, 
busmess-loving, money-maldng citijena of Edinburgh, chiefly 
Whigs by the way, whose sentiments and proceedings 

> One of the oameroue joint-atook cially, and, aa ia told in the Jonraal, 
adventurea which were ao common the rival company acquired the 
in Edinburgh at thia time. There stock and plant a few years after 
had already been formed a Gas-light the formation of this **Oil Gas 
Compuxy in 1818, for the mannfac- Co.,” of which 8ir Walter had been 
ture of gas from coal, but the pro- Chairman from 1823. 
jectom of thia new venture believed See Life, vol. vii. pp. 141, 144, 

they could produce a purer and 197, 251, 374; and viii. p. 113; 
more powerful light by the use of Cockbum’s Memoriah (for 1825). 
oiL It was not succeaafnl commer- 
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amuse me. The stock is rather low in the market, 358. pre¬ 
mium instead of £5. It must rise, however, for the advan¬ 
tages of the light are imdeniable, and folks will soon become 
accustomed to idle apprehensions or misapprehensions. 
Eiom £20 to £25 should light a house capitally, supposing 
you leave town in the vacation. The three last q^uarters cost 
me £10, 10s., and the first, £8, was greatly overcharged. 
We will see what this, the worst and darkest quarter, costs. 

Dined with Sir Eobeit Dundas,^ where we met Lord and 
Lady Melville. My little nieces (cx ojido) gave us some 
pretty music. T do not know and cannot utter a note of 
music; and complicated hannonies seem to me a babble of 
confused though pleasing sounds. Yet songs and simple 
melodies, especially if connected with words and ideas, have 
MS much effect on me as on most people. But then 1 hate to 
hear a young person sing without feeling and expression suited 
to the song. I cannot bear a voice that has no more life in 
it than a pianoforte or a bugle-horn. There is something 
about all the fine arts, of soul and spirit, which, like the vital 
principle in man, defies the research of the most critical 
anatomist. You feel where it is not, yet you cannot describe 
what it is you want. Sir Joshua, or some other great painter, 
was looking at a picture on which much pains had been" be¬ 
stowed—Why,yes,” he said,in a hesitating manner, “it is 
very clever—very well done—can’t find fault; but it wants 
something; it wants—^it wants, damn me—it wants that ”— 
throwing his hand over his head and snapping his fingers. 
Tom Moore’s is the most exquisite warbling I ever heard. 


^ Sir Robert Bundas of Beech- 
wood, one of Scott’s coUeagnes at 
the “Clerks’ Table,”—son of the 
parish minister of Hnmbie, and 
kinsman of Lord and Lady Mel¬ 
ville; he died in 183d. Some of 
the other gentlemen with whom 
the /duties of his office brought 
Scott into close daily connection 
were David Hume, Hector Mac 


donald Buchanan, and Colin Mac¬ 
kenzie of Portmore. With these 
families, says Mr. Lockhart, “he 
and his lived in such constant fami¬ 
liarity of kindness, that the chil¬ 
dren all called their father’s col¬ 
leagues wtelea, and the mothers of 
their little friends aunta; and in 
truth the establishment was a 
brotherhood.” 



1825.] 


JOURNAL 


7 


Next to him, David Maccullochi for Scots songs. The 
last, when a hoy at Dnmines, was mnch admired by Bums, 
who used to get him to try over the words which he composed 
to new melodies. He is brother of Macculloch of Ardwell. 

Nwmher 22.—Moobe. 1 saw Moore (for the first time, 
1 may say) this season. We had indeed met in public 
twenty years ago. There is a manly frankness, and perfect 
ease and good breeding about him which is delightfuL Not 
the least touch of the poet or the pedant. A little— 
little man. Less, 1 think, than Lewis, and somewhat like 
him in person; God knows, not in conversation, for Matt, 
though a clever fellow, was a bore of the first description. 
Moreover, be looked always like a schoolboy. 1 remember 
a picture of him being handed about at Dalkeith House. It 
was a miniature I think by Sanders,^ who had contrived to 
muffle Lewis’s person in a cloak, and placed some poignard or 
dark lanthom appurtenance (I think) in his hand, so as to 
give the picture the cast of a bravo. “ That like Mat Lewis ?” 
said Duke Henry, to whom it had passed in turn; “ why, 
that is like a man ! ” Imagine the effect! Lewis was at his 
elbow.* Now Moore has none of this insignificance; to be 
sure his person is much stouter than that of M. G. L, his 
countenance is decidedly plain, but the expression is so very 


^ Mrs. Thomas Scott’s brother. 

^ George L. Sanders, bom at 
Kinghom, 1774; died in London, 
1846. 

• Sir Walter told Moore that 
Lewis was the person who first set 
him upon trying his talent at poetry, 
adding that “he had passed the 
early part of his life with a set of 
clever, rattling, drinking fellows, 
whose thoughts and talents lay 
wholly out of the region of poetry.” 
Thirty years after having met Lewis 
in EtUnburgh for the first time in 
1798, he said to Allan Cunningham,. 
“ that he thought he hal never felt 


such elation os when ‘ the monk ’ in¬ 
vited him to dine with him at his 
hotel.” Lewis died in 1818, and 
Scott says of him, “He did much 
good by stealtl), and was a most 
generous creature—^fonder of great 
people than he ought to have been, 
either as a man of talent or as a 
man of fashion. He had always 
ladies and duchesses in his mouth, 
and was pathetically fond of any 
one that had a title. Mat had 
queerUh eyes—^they projected like 
those of some insects, and were 
fiattish on the orbit.” 
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animated, especially in speaking or singing, that it is lar more 
interesting than the finest features could have rendered it 

I was aware that Byron had often spoken, both in private 
society and in his Journal, of Moore and myself in the 
same breath, and with the same sort of regard; so I was 
curious to see what there could be in common betwixt us, 
Moore having lived so much in the gay world, I in the 
country, and with people of business, and sometimes with 
politicians; Moore a scholar, 1 none; he a musician and 
artist, 1 without knowledge of a note; he a democrat, I an 
aristoprat—^with many other points of difference; besides 
his being an Irishman, I a Scotchman, and both tolerably 
notional. Yet there is ^ point of resemblance, and a strong 
one. We are bo^h good-humoured fellows, who rather seek 
to enjoy what is going forward than to maintain our dignity 
as lions; and we have both seen the world too widely and 
too well not to contemn in our souls the imaginary conse¬ 
quence of literary people, who walk witk their noses in the 
air, and remind me always of the fellow whom Johnson met 
in an alehouse, and who called himself "the grmJt Twalmley 
—^inventor of the floodgate iron for smoothing linen.” He 
also enjoys the mot jgour rire, and so do I. 

Moore has, 1 think, been ill-treated about Byron’s Me¬ 
moirs; be surrendered them to the family (Lord Byron’s 
executors) and thus lost £2000 which he had raised upon 
them at a most distressing moment of his life. It is true 
they offered and pressed the money on him afterwards, but 
they ought to have settled it with the booksellers and not 
put poor Tom’a spirit in arms against his interest^ I think 

^ Moore’s friends seem to have dren was a duty as a father” 
j;MogniBed his thorough manliness {Memoirs, voL i. pp. xiii and xiv), 
and index)endence of character, and when Rogers urged this plea 
Lord John htvjsell testifies: "Never of family as a reason why he should 
did ho make wife or family a pretext accept the money, Moore said, 
for political shabbiness—never did ** More mean tilings have been done 
he imagine that to leave a disgraced in this world under the shelter of 
name os an inheritance to his ohil- ' wife and children * than under any 
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at least it might have been so managed. At any rate th^ 
must be an authentic life of Byion by somebody. Why 
should they not give the benefit of their materials to Tom 
Moore, whom Byron had made the depositary of his own 
Memoirs?—but T. M. thinks that Gam Hobhouse has the 
purpose of writing Byron’s life himself He and Moore 
were at sharp words during the negotiation, and there was 
some explanation necessary before the affair ended. It was 
a pity that nothing save the total destruction of Byron’s 
Memoirs would satisfy his executors.^ But there was a 
reason —Premat twx cUta. 

It would be a delightful addition to life, if T. M. had 
a cottage within two miles of one. We went to the theatre 
together, and the house, being luckily a good one, received 
T. M. with rapture. I could have hugged them, for it 
paid back the debt of the kind reception I met with in 
Ireland.® 

Here is a matter for a May morning, but much fitter for 

a November one. The general distress in the city has 

affected H. and R,® Constable’s great agents. Should they 

go, it is not likely that Constable can stand, and such an 

event would ^jad to great distress and perplexity on the 

part of J. B. and myself. Thank Ood, I have enou^ at 

least to pay forty shillings in the pound, taking matters 

at the very worst But much distress and inconvenience 

must be the consequence. I had a lesson in 1814 which 

should have done good upon me, but success and abundance 

pretext worldly-zumdedness can re- * *‘l parted from Scott," eays 
sort to." !I!y> which S. B. only said, Moore, “with the feeling tiiat ^1 
** Well, your life may be a good the world might admire him in his 

poem, but it is a-bad matter of works, but that those only oould 

fact."—Clayden, Rogers and hia learp to love him as he deserved 
Contemporaries, vol. i. p. 378. who had seen him at Abbotsford." 

1 Moore’s Life q/’ Byron was pub- Moore died February 26,1862; see 
Ifahed in two vola 4to in 1830, and Moray’s Z/(/e, vol. iv. {^. 329-42; 
dedicated to Sir Walter Scott by and vol. v. pp. 13-14. 

“hfs afiSsotionate friend, T. M." ^ Hurst and Robinson, Book- 

See this Journal under March 4 1828. sellers, London. 
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erased it from my mind. But this is no time for journal¬ 
ising or moralising either. Necessity is like a sour-faced 
cook-maid, and I a tum-spit whom she has flogged ere now, 
till he mounted his wheel If W-st-k' can be out by 
25th January it will do much, and it is possible. 

-*s son has saved his comrade on shipboard by 

throwing him self overboard and keeping the other afloat— 
a very gallant thing. But the Gran gmg' Am^ asks me 
to write a poem on the civic crown, of which he sends me 
a description quoted from Adam's Antiquities, which melli¬ 
fluous performance is to persuade the Admiralty to give the 
young conservator promotion. Oh! he is a rare head-piece, 
an admirable Merron. • I do not believe there is in nature 
such a full-acomed Boar,® 

Could not write to purpose for thick-coming fancies; the 
wheel would not turn easily, and cannot be forced. 

“ My spinnlDg*wheel is auld and stiff, 

The rock o’t winna stand, sir; 

To keep the temper-pin in tiff 
Employs aft my hand, sir.” * 

Went to dine at the L[ord] J[ustice]-C[lerk's]® as I thought 
by invitation, but it was for Tuesday se’nnight. Returned 
very well pleased, not being exactly in the humour for 
company, and had a beef-steak. My appetite is surely, 
excepting in quantity, that of a farmer; for, eating moder¬ 
ately of anything, my Epicurean pleasure is in the most 
simple diet. Wine I seldom taste when alone, and use 
instead a little spirits and water. I have of late dimin¬ 
ished the quantity, for fear of a weakness inductive to a 
diabetes—a disease which broke up my father^s health, 
■.-though one of the most .temperate men who ever lived. I 


^ ffbodatoci was at this time “My Jo Janet,” Tea-Table 
nearly completed. Miscellany, 

* Probably Sir Walter’s dog- » The Right Hon. David Boyle, 
Italian for “great donkey,” who was at the time residing at 28 

’ Gywbeline., Act n. Sc. 5. Charlotte Square. 



JOUENAL. 


11 


1826 .] 

smoke a couple of cigars instead, which operates equally as 
a sedative— 

** Just to drive the cold winter away, 

And drown the fatigues of the day." - 

I smoked a good deal about twenty years ago when at 
Ashestiel; but, coming down one morning to the parlour, I 
found, as the room was small and confined, that the smell 
was unpleasant, and laid aside the use of the Nicotian weed 
for many years; but was again led to use it by the example 
of my son, a hussar officer, and my son-in-law, an Oxford 
student I could lay it aside to-morrow; I laugh at the 
dominion of custom in this and many things. 

We make the giants first, and thefl—do not kill them." 

November 23.—On comparing notes with Moore, I was 
confirmed in one or two points which I had always laid 
down in considering poor Byron. One was, that like 
Kousseau he was apt to be very suspicious, and a plain 
downright steadiness of manner was the true mode to main¬ 
tain his good opinion. Will Eose told me that once, while 
sitting with Byron, he fixed insensibly his eyes on his feet, 
one of which, it must be remembered, was deformed. Look¬ 
ing up suddenly, he saw Byron regarding him with a look 
of concentrated and deep displeasure, which wore off when 
he observed no consciousness or embarrassment in the 
countenance of Eose. Murray afterwards explained this, 
by telling Eose that Lord Byron was very jealous of having 
this personal imperfection noticed or attended to. In an¬ 
other point, Moore confirmed my previous opinion, namely, 
that Byron loved mischief-making. Moore had written to 
him cautioning him against the project of establishing the 
paper called the Liheral, in communion with such men as 
P. B. Shelley and Hunt,^ on whom he said the world had 

' A quarterly journal edited by which four munbers only were 
Leig^ Hunt, ** The Liberal—Verse pnblished. 1S22<182S. 
and Proee Jrom the Smth^*' of 



12 


JOUENAL 


{Noy. 


set its xn^rk Byron showed this to the parties. Shelley 
wrote a modest and rather affecting expostulation to Moore.^ 
These two peculiarities of extreme suspicion and love of 
mischief are both shades of the malady which certainly 
tinctured some part of the character of this mighty genius; 
and, without some tendency towards which, genius—mean 
that kind which depends on the imaginative power—^perhaps 
cannot exist to great extent The wheels of a machine, to 
play rapidly, must not fit with the utmost exactness, else 
the attrition diminishes the impetus. 

Another of Byron’s peculiarities was the love of mysti¬ 
fying; which indeed may be referred to that of mischief. 
There was no knowings how much or how little to believe 
of his narratives. Instance:—^Mr. Bankes’® expostulating 
with him upon a dedication wliich he had written in ex¬ 
travagant terms of praise to Cam Hobhouse, Byron told him 
that Cam had teased him into the dedication till he had 
said, “ Well; it shall be so,—providing you will write the 
dedication yourself ”; and affirmed that Cam Hobhouse did 
write the high-coloured dedication accordingly. I mentioned 
this to Murray, having the report from Will Eose, to whom 
Bankes had mentioned it. Murray, in reply, assured me 
that the dedication was written by Lord Byron himself, 
and showed it me in his own hand. I wrote to Eose to 
mention the thing to Bankes, as it might have made mis¬ 
chief had the story got into the circle. Byron was disposed 
to think all men of imagination were addicted to mix fiction 
(or poetry) with their prose. He used to say he dared 
believe the celebrated courtezan of Venice, about whom 
Eousseau makes so piquante a story, was, if one could see 

‘ Seo Dcwden’s Xj/c of Shdley, Smith was, I have seen him at my 
voL ii. pp. ilSi'S, 507-8; also Moore’s own house absolutely overpowered 
Byron, vol. v. pp. 31.3-S21, and by the superior facetiousness of 
Bussell’s jifoore, vol. ill p. 353. W.B.” Mr. Bankes died inYmiice 

^ William Bankes, of whom in 1855. 

Kogers said, “Witty as Sydney ^ 
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her, a diaggle-tailed wench enough. I believe that he 
embellished his own amours considerably, and that he was, 
in many respects, U fanfaron de vices qylU n*omU pas. 
He loved to be thought awful, mysterious, and gloomy, and 
sometimes hinted at strange causes. I believe the whole 
to have been the creation and sport of a wild and power¬ 
ful fancy. In the same manner he crammed people, as 

it is termed, about duels, etc., which never existed, or were 
» * 

much exaggerated. 

Constable has been here as lame as a duck upon his legs, 
but his heart and courage as firm as a cock. He has con¬ 
vinced me we will do well to support the London House. 
He has sent them about £5000, alid proposes we should 
borrow on our joint security £5000 for their accommodation. 
J. B. and B. Cadell present. I must be guided by them, and 
hope for the best. Certainly to part company would be to 
incur an awful risk. 

What I liked about Byron, l)eside8 his boundless genius, 
was his generosity of spirit as well as purse, and his utter 
contempt of all the affectations of literature, from the school- 
magisteri^ style to the lackadaisical. Byron's example has 
formed a sort of upper house of poetry. There is Lord 
Leveson Gower, a very clever young man.' Lord Porchester 
too,® nephew to Mrs. Scott of Harden, a young man who 
lies on the carpet and looks poetical and dandyish—fine 
lad too, but— 

“ There vrill be many peers 
Ere such another Byron,” 

Talking of Abbotsford, it begins to be haimted by, 
too much company of every kind, but especially foreigners. 
I do not like them. I hate fine waistcoats and breast-pins 

^ Lord Leveson Gtower, after- ^ Henry J. G. Herbert, Lord 
wacda first Earl of Ellesmere, had Porobester, aftorwarda third Earl 
already published lus translation of Carnarvon, hod published The 
of Fcoist in 1823, and a volume of Moor in 1825, and Don Pedro in 
** original poesens,” and “transla- 1826. 
tions,” in the following year. 
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upon dirty shirts. I detest the impudence that pays a 
stranger compliments, and harangues about his worke in 
the author’s house, which is usually ill-breeding. Moreover, 
they are seldom long of making it evident that they know 
nothing about what they are talking of, except having seen 
the Lady of the Lake at the Opera. 

Dined at St. Catherine’s^ with Lord Advocate, Lord 
and Lady Melville, Lord Justice-Clerk ,2 Sir Archibald 
Campbell of Succoth, all class companions and acquainted 
well for more than forty years. All except Lord J. C. were 
at Fraser’s class. High School^ Boyle joined us at college. 
There are, besides. Sir Adam Ferguson, Colin Mackenzie, 
James Hope, Dr.,JameS Buchan, Claud Russell, and perhaps 
two or three more of and about the same period—^but 

“ Apparent rari nantes in gurglte rasto.” * 


November 24.—^Talking of strangers, London held, some 
four or five years since, one of those animals who are lions 
at first, but by transmutation of two seasons become in 
regular course Boars!—Ugo Foscolo by name, a haunter of 
Murray’s shop and of literary parties. Ugly as a baboon, 
and intolerably conceited, he spluttered, blustered, and 
disputed, without even knowing the principles upon which 
men of sense render a reason, and screamed all the while 
like a pig when they cut its throat. Another such Ani- 

maluccio is a brute of a Sicilian Marquis de-who wrote 

something about Byron. He inflicted two days on us at 


^ St. Catherine’s, the seat of Sir 
• William Kae, Bart., then Lord 
Advocate, is abont three miles from 
E^borgh.— J. Cl. n. Sir William 
Rm’b refusal of a legal appoint¬ 
ment to Mr., Lockhart (on the 
ground that as a just x>atron he 
could not give it to the son-in-lavir 
of his old friend!!) was understood 
to he the oanse of Mr. Lockhart’s 
quitting the Bar and devoting him- 


jelf entirely to literature. Sir 
William llae died at St. Catherine’s 
on the 19th October 1842. 

^ David Boyle of Shewalton, L. 
J. C. from 1811, and Lord Pre¬ 
sident from 1841 till 1852. He 
died in 1853. 

^ See Autobiography^ 1787, in 
voL i. pp. 39, 40. 

* Virg. ^n. i. 122. 
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Abbotsford. They never know wbat to make of them¬ 
selves in the forenoon, but sit tormenting the women to 
play at proverbs and such trash. 

Fordgner of a difererU cast^ —Count Olonym (Olonyne— 
that’s it), son of the President of the Eoyal Society and a 
captain in the Imperial Guards. He is mean-looking and 
sickly, but has much sense, candour, and general informa¬ 
tion. There was at Abbotsford, and is here, for educa¬ 
tion just now, a young Count Bavidoff, with a tutor 
Mr. Collyer. He is a nephew of the famous Orloffs. It is 
quite surprising how much sense and sound thinking this 
youth has at the early age of sixteen, without the least self- 
conceit or forwardness. On the contrary he seems kind, 
modest, and ingenuous.^ To questions which I asked about 
the state of Hussia he answered with the precision and accu¬ 
racy of twice his years. I should be sorry the saying were 
verified in him— 

“ So wise so young, they say, do ne’er live long.” * 

Saw also at Abbotsford two Frenchmen whom I liked, 
friends of Miss Bumergue. One, called Le Noir, is the 
author of a tragedy which he had the grace never to quote, 
and which I, though poked by some malicious persons, had 
not the grace even to hint at. They were disposed at first 
to be complimentary, but I convinced them it was not the 
custom here, and they took it well, and were agreeabla 

A little bilious this morning, for the first time these six 
months. It cannot be the London matters which stick on 

^ M. Davidoff has, in his mature ^ King Richard III,, Act in. 
life, amply justified Sir Walter’a Sc. 1. Count Orloff Davidoff lived 
prognostications. He has, I under- to falsify this ** saying.” He re- 
stand, published in the Russian visited England in 1872, and had 
language a tribute to the memory the pleasure of meeling with Scott's 
of^ott. But his travels in Greece great-granddaughter, and talking 
and Minor are well known, to her of these old happy Abbots- 
and considered as in a high degree ford days, 
honourable to his taste and learn- 
uig.—[1839.]—>r. c. L, 
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my stomach, for that is mending, and may have good effects 
on myself and others. 

Dined with Eobert Oockbum. Company, Lord Melville 
and family; Sir John and Lady Hope; Lord and Lady B. 
Herr, and so forth. Combination of colliers general, and 
coals up to doable price; the men will not work, cdthmgh, 
or rather because, they can make from thirty to forty shillings 
per week. Lord E. K told us that he had a letter from Lord 
Forbes (son of Earl Granard, Ireland), that he was asleep 
in his house at Castle Forbes, when awakened by a sense 
of suffocation which deprived him of the power,of stirring a 
limb, yet left him the consciousness that the house was on 
fire. At this momenf, and while his apartment was in 
flames, his large dog jumped on the bed, seized his shirt, 
and dragged him to the staircase, where the fresh air restored 
his powers of exertion and of escape. This is very different 
from most cases of preservation of life by the canine race, 
when the animal generally jumps into the water, in which 
[element] he has force and skill. That of fire is as hostile 
to him as to mankind. 

November 25.—Bead Jeffrey’s neat and well*intended 
address^ to the mechanics upon their combinations. Will it 
do good ? Umph. It takes only the hand of a lilliputian 
to light a fire, but would require the diuretic powers of 
Gulliver to extinguish it. The Whigs will live and die in 
the heresy that the world is ruled by little pamphlets and 
speeches, and that if you can sufficiently demonstrate 
that a line of conduct is most consistent with men’s 
interest, you have therefore and thereby demonstrated that 
they will at length, after a few speeches on the subject, 
adopt it of course. In this case we would have [no] need of 
laws or churches, for I am sure there is no difficulty in 
proving that moral, regular, and steady habits conduce to 

* 1 OonbmaiimB of Worhnm. Substance of a speech by Francis 

Jeffrey. Svo. Edin. 1825. 
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men’s best interest, and that vice is not sin merely, but folly. 
But of these men each has passions and prejudices, the 
gratification of which he prefers, not only to the general 
weal, but to that of himself as an individual. Under the 
action of these wayward impulses a man drinks to-day 
though he is sure of starving to-morrow. He murders to¬ 
morrow though he is sure to be hanged on Wednesday; 
and people are so slow to believe that which makes against 
their own predominant passions, that mechanics will com¬ 
bine to raise the price for one week, though they destroy 
the manufacture for ever, ^e best remedy seems to be 
the probable supply of labourers from other trades. Jeffrey 
proposes each mechanic shall learn ^ome other trade than 
liis own, and so have two strings to his bow. He does 
not consider the length of a double apprenticeship. To 
make a man a good weaver and a good tailor would require 
as much time as the patriarch served for his two wives, and 
after all, he would be but a poor workman at either craft. 
Each mechanic has, indeed, a second trade, for he can dig 
and do rustic work. Perhaps the best reason for breaking 
up the association will prove to be the expenditure of the 
money which they have been simple enough to levy from 
the industrious for the support of the idle. How much 
provision for the sick and the aged, the widow and the 
orphan, has been expended in the attempt to get wages 
which the manufacturer cannot afibrd them, with any profit¬ 
able chance of selling his commodity ? 

I had a bad fall last night coming home. There were 
unfinished houses at the east end of AthoU Place,^ and as 
I was on foot, I crossed the street to avoid the material 
which lay about; bpt, deceived by the moonlight, I stepped 
ankle-deep in a sea of mud (honest eartli and water, thank 
God), and fell on my hands. Never was there such a re- 

^ Mr. Robert Cktekbum, Lord Cookburn’e brother, was thexi living at 
No. 7 AthoU Cresoent. 
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presentative of Wall in Pyramiis and Thisbe—I was abso- 
lutdy rough-cast. Luckily Lady S. had retired when 1 
came home; so I enjoyed my tub of water without either 
remonstrance or condolences. Oockburn’s hospitality will 
get the benefit and renown of my downfall, and yet has no 
claim to it. In future though, 1 must take a coach at night 


—a control on one’s freedom, but it must 
be submitted to. I found a letter from 
[R.] C[adell], giving a cheering account 
of things in London. Their correspondent 
is getting into his strength. Three days 


N.B. Within eight 
weeks after recording 
this graceful act of 
submission, I found 
I was unable to keep 
a carriage at alL 


ago I would have been contented to buy tliis consola, as Judy 


says,^ dearer than by a dozen falls in the mud. For had 
the great Constable fallen, 0 my countrymen, what a fall 


were there! 


Mrs. Coutts, with the Duke of St. Albans and Lady 
Charlotte Beauclerk, called to take leave of us. When at 
Abbotsford his suit throve but coldly. She made me, I 
believe, her confidant in sincerity.® She had refused him 
twice, and decidedly. He was merely on the footing of 
friendship. I urged it was akin to love. * She allowed she 
might marry the Duke, only she had at present not the least 
intention that way. Is this frank admission more favourable 
for the Duke than an absolute protestation against the 
possibility of such a marriage ? I think not. It is the 
fashion to attend Mrs. Coutts’ parties and to abuse her. I 
have always found her a kind, friendly woman, without 
either affectation or insolence in the display of her wealth, 
and most willing to do good if the means be shown to her. 
She can be very entertaining too, as she speaks without 


^ This alludes to a strange old tion. Conaote for consolation— 
woman, keeper of a public-house bothera for botheration, eta etc. 
among the Wicklow mountains, Lord Plunkett had taken care to 
who, among a world of oddities, parade Judy and all her peculiar- 
cut short every word ending in ities.— j. a. l. 

tion, by the omission of the termina- > See the Duchess's Letter, p. 414. 
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scruple of her stage life. So muoli wealth can hardly be 
enjoyed without some ostentation. But what then t If the 
Duke marries her, he ensures an immense fortune; if she 
marries him, she has the first rank. If he marries a woman 
older than himself by twenty years, she marries a man 
younger in wit by twenty degrees. I do not think he will 
dilapidate her fortune—he seems quiet and gentle. I do not 
think that she will abuse his softness—of disposition, shall 
I say, or of heart ? The disparity of ages concerns no one 
but themselves; so they have my consent to marry, if they 
can get each other’s. J ust as this is written, enter my Lord 
of St. Albans and Lady Charlotte, to beg I would recommend 
a book of sermons to Mrs. Coutts.* Muoh obliged for her 
good opinion: recommended Logan’s*—one poet should always 
speak for another. The mission, I suppose, was a little dis¬ 
play on the part of good Mrs. Coutts of authority over her 
high aristocratic suitor. I do not suspect her of turning 
divotc, and retract my consent given as above, unless she 
remains " lively, brisk, and jolly.” 

Dined quiet with wife and daughter. R[obert] CadeU 
looked in in the evening on business. 

I here register my purpose to practise economics. I have 
little temptation to do otherwise. Abbotsford is aU that I 
can make it, and too large for the property; so I resolve— 

No more building; 

No purchases of land till times are quite safe ; 

No buying books or expensive trifles—I mean to any 
extent; and 

Clearing off encumbrances, with the returns of this year’s 
labour;— 

* The Hev. John Logan, minister 72-76. The marriage took place on 
of South Leith, 1748-1788. The June 16, 1827, the lady having 
**Sermons” were not published previously asked the consent of 
until 1790-91. George iv.!! A droll account of the 

reception of her Mercare galant at 
3 For on account of her visit to Windsor is given in the JSorth 
Abbotsford, see ii/e, vol. viii. pp. British Beview, vol. xxxix. p. 349. 
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Wbicli resolutions, with health and my habits of industry, 
will make me " sleep in spite of thunder." 

After all, it is hard that the vaga^d stock-^jobbing 
Jews should, for their own purposes, make such a shake of 
credit as now exists in Xondon, and menace the credit of 
men trading on sure funds like H[urst] and B[obinson]. It 
is just like a set of pickpockets, who raise a mob, in which 
honest folks are knocked down and plundered, that they may 
pillage safely in the midst of the confusion they have excited. 

November 26.—The court met late, and sat till (me\ 

detained from that hour till four o’clock, being engaged in 

the perplexed affairs of Mr. James Stewart of Brugh. This 

young gentleman'is heir to a property of better than £1000 

a year in Orkney. His mother married very young, and was 

wife, mother, and widow in the course of the first year. 

Being unfortunately under the direction of a careless agent, 

she was unlucky enough to embarrass her own affairs by 

money transactions with this person. I was asked to accept 

the situation of one of the son's curators; 

and trust to dear out his affairs aud^ give up 

hers—at least I will not fail for want of my own 

iQi8fortun68. 

of application. I have lent her £300 on a 
second (and therefore doubtful) security over her house in 
Newington, bought for £1000, and on which £600 is already 
secured. I have no connection with the family except that 
of compassion, and may not be rewarded even by thanks 
when the young man comes of age. I have known my 
father often so treated by those whom he had laboured to 
serve. But if we do not run some hazard in our attempts 
V to do good, where is the merit of them ? So I will bring 
through my Orkney laird if X can. Dined at home quiet 
with Lady S. and Anne. 

' Nomnher 27.—Some time since John Murray entered into 
a -contract with my son-in-law, John G. Lockhart, giving him 
on certain ample conditions the mn^agement and editorship of 
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tbe Q^a/rkfrly Meview, for which they could certainly scorody 
find a fitter pereon, both from talents and character. It 
seems that Barrow^ and one or two stagers hate taken alarm 
at Lockhart's character as a satirist, and his supposed acces> 
sion to some of the freaks in Blachvood!s Mayamne, and 
down comes young Disraeli ^ to Scotland imploring Lockhart 
to make interest with my friends in London to remove objec¬ 
tions, and so forth. I have no idea of telling all and sundry 
that my son-in-law is not a slanderer, or a sUly thoughtless 
lad, although he was six or seven years ago engaged in some 
light 8atir3S. I only wrote to Heber and to Southey—the first 
upon the subject of the reports which had startled Murray, 
(the most timorous, as Byron called him, of all God’s book¬ 
sellers), and such a letter as he may show Barrow if he judges 
proper. To Southey I wrote more generally, acquainting him 
of my son’s appointment to the Editorship, and mentioning 
his qualifications, touching, at the same time, on his very 
slight connection with Blackwood s Magazine^ and his inno¬ 
cence ^ to those gambades which may have given offence, 
and which, I fear, they may ascribe too truly to an 
eccentric neighbour of their own. 1 also mentioned that I 
had heard nothing of the affair until the month of October. 
I am concerned that Southey should know this; for, having 
been at the Lakes in September, I would not have him suppose 
that I had been using interest with Canning or Ellis to 
supersede young Mr. Coleridge,® their editor, and place my 
son-in-law in the situation; indeed 1 was never more suiq)rised 
than when this proposal came upon us. 1 suppose it hod 
come from Canning originally, as he was sounding Anne when 
at Colonel Bolton’s^ about Lockhart's views, etc. To me he 
never hinted anything on the subject. Other views are held 

* Sir John Sarrow, the well-known ‘ In after years Sir John Taylor 
8 earetai 7 to the Admiralty, who Coleridge (1790-1876), one of the 
died in 1848 in his eighty-fifth year. Judges of the Court of Queen’s 

^Benjamin Disraeli, afterwards Bench. 

LordBeaoonsfield. * Storrs, Windermere. 
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out to Lockhart which may turn to great advantage. Only 
one person (John Cay ^ of Charlton) knows their ohject»and 
truly I wish it had not been confided to any one. Yesterday 
1 had a letter from Murray in answ^to one I had written in 
something a determined style, for I had no idea of permitting 
him to start from the course after my son giving up his situa¬ 
tion and profession, merely because a contributor or two chose 
to suppose gratuitously that Lockhart was too imprudent for 
the situation. My physic has wrought well, for it brought a 
letter &om Murray saying all was right, that Disraeli was 
sent to me, not to Lockhart, and that I was only invited to 
write two confidential letters, and other incoherencies—^which 
intimate his fright has got into another quarter. It is inter¬ 
lined and franked by Barrow, which shows that all is well, 
and that John’s induction into his office will be easy and 
pleasant. I have not the least fear of his success; his talents 
want only a worthy sphere of exertion. He must learn, how¬ 
ever, to despise petty adversaries. No good sportsman ought 
to shoot at crows unless for some special purpose. To take 
notice of such men as Hazlitt and Hunt in the Qmrt&rly 
would be to introduce them into a world which is scarce 
conscious of their existence. It is odd enough that many 
years since I had the principal share in erecting this Umxw 
which has been since so prosperous, and now it is placed under 
the management of my son-in-law upon the most honour¬ 
able principle of deiur digniori. Yet there are sad drawbacks 
so far as family comfort i- concerned. To-day is Sunday, 
when they always dined with ns, and generally met a fiunily 
Mend or two, but we are no longer to expect them. In the 
country, where their little cottage was within a mile or two 
of Abbotsford, we shall miss their society still more, for Chiefs- 
wood was the perpetual object of our walks, rides, and drives. 
Lockhart is such an excellent family man, so fond of his wife 

■' ^ John Oaj, member of the IScotch one of Mr. Lockhart’s oldest Mends ; 
Bar, ShMff of Linlithgow. He was he died in ISGS. 
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and cMld, 1 hope all will go well A letter from Lockhart 
in the evening. All safe as to his unanimous reception in 
London; his predecessor, Voung [Coleridge], handsomely, and 
like a gentleman, offers Hi assistance as a contributor, etc. 

NovtTnJber 28.—I have the less dread, or rather the less 
anxiety, about the consequences of this migration, that I 
repose much confidence in Sophia’s tact and good sense. 
Her manners are good, and have the appearance of being 
perfectly natural. She is quite conscious of the limited range 
of her musical talents, and never makes them common or 
produces tnem out of place,—a rare virtue; moreover she is 
proud enough, and will n6t be easily netted and patronised by 
any of that class of ladies who may be called lion-providers 
for town and country. She is domestic besides, and will not 
be disposed to gad about Then she seems an economist, and 
on £3000,^ living quietly, there should be something to save. 
Lockhart must be liked where his good qualities are known, 
and where his fund of information has room to be displayed. 
But, notwithstanding a handsome exterior and face, I am not 
sure he will succeed in London Society; he sometimes reverses 
the proverb, and gives the volte strette e •ptfnmre sdolt\ with¬ 
draws his attention from the company, or attaches himself to 
some individual, gets into a comer, and seems to be quizzing 
the rest. Tliis is the want of early habits of being in society, 
and a life led much at college. Nothing is, however, so 
popular, and so deservedly so, as to take an interest in what¬ 
ever is going forward in society. A wise man always finds 
his account in it, and will receive information and fresh views 
of life even in the society of fools. Abstain from society 
altogether when you are not able to play some part in it 

^ Moore records thst Scott told him, ” Moore’s i>tary, under Oct. 29, 
him “Lockhart was about to under* vol. iv. p. 334. Jefirey had £700 
take the Qitarierly^ has agreed for a year as Editor of the Edinburghf 
five years; salary £1200 a year; and £2800 for contributors: Jtuie 
and if he writes a certain number 1823, see Moore’s Diary, vol. iv, 
of articles it will be £1500 a year to p. 89. 
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This reserve, and a sort of Hidalgo air joined to his oharacte 
as a satirist, have done the best-humoured fellow in the worM 
some injuiy in the opinion of Edinbuigh folks. In london 
it is of less consequence whether hb please in general society 
or not^ since if he can establish himself as a genius it will 
only be called " Pretty Fanny’s Way.” 

People make me the oddest requests. It is not unusual 
for an Oxonian or Cantab, who has outrun his allowance, 
and of whom 1 know nothing, to apply to me for the loan of 
£20, £50, or £100. A captain of the Banish naval service 
writes to me, that being in distress for a sum of money ^ 
hy which he might transport himself to Columbia, to offer 
his services iu assisting to free that province, he had 
dreamed I generously made him a present of it. I can tell 
him his dream by contraries. 1 begin to find, like Joseph 
Surface, that too good a character is inconvenient. 1 don’t 
know what I have done to gain so much credit for generosity, 
but I suspect I owe it to being supposed, as Puff^ says, one 
of those " whom Heaven has blessed with affluence.” Not 
too much of that neither, my dear petitioners, though 1 
may thank myself that your ideas are not correct. 

Bined at Melville Castle, whither I went through a 
snow-storm. I was glad to find myself once more in a place 
connected with many happy days. Met Sir E. Bundas and 
my old friend George, now Lord Abercromby,® with his lady, 
and a beautiful girl, his daughter. Ho is what he always 
was—the best-humoured man living; and our meetings, now 
more rare than usual, are seasoned with a recollection of 
old frolics and old friends. I am entertained to see him 
just the same he has always been, never yielding up his own 
“opinion in fact, and yet in words acquiescing in all that 
could be said against it. Geotge was alwa 3 n 8 like a willow— 
he never offered resistance to the breath of argument, but 

^ Sheridan's Critic, Act i. So. 2. of Sir Balph, the hero of the battle 
* ^oi^e Abercromby, eldest son of Alexandria. 
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sever moved from his rooted opimon, blow as it listed. 
Exaggeration m^htmahe these peculiarities highly dramatic: 
Conceive a man who always seems to be acquiescing in your 
sentiments, yet never changes his own, and this with a sort 
of hmhonm which shows there is not a particle of deceit 
intended. He is only desirous to spare you the trouble of 
contradiction. 

NornnJber 29 .—A letter from Southey, malcontent about 
Murray having accomplished the change in the QuarUrly 
without speaking to him, and quoting the twaddle of some 
old woman, male or female, about Lockhart’s earlier jmx 
d'esprU, but concluding most kindly that in regard to my 
daughter and me he did not mean to withdraw. That he 
has done yeoman’s service to the Review is certain, with his 
genius, his universal reading, his powers of regular industry, 
and at the outset a name which, though less generally 
popular than it deserves, is still too respectable to be with¬ 
drawn without injury. I could not in reply point out to 
him what is the truth, that his rigid Toryism and High 
Church prejudices rendered him an unsafe counsellor in a 
matter where the spirit of the ago must be consulted; but I 
pointed out to him what I am sure is true, that Murray, 
apprehensive of his displeasure, had not ventured to write 
to him out of mere timidity and not from any [intention to 
offend]. 1 treated [lightly] his old woman’s apprehensions and 
cautions, and aU that gossip about friends and enemies, to 
which a splendid number or two will be a sufficient answer, 
and I accepted with due acknowledgment his proposal of 
continued support. 1 cannot say I was afraid of his with¬ 
drawing. ‘ Lockhart will have hard words with him, for, 
great as Southey’s powers are, he has not the art to make 
them work popularly; he is often diffuse, and frequently sets 
much value on minute and unimportant facts, and useless 
pieces of abstruse knowledge. Living too exclusively in 
a circle where he is idolised both for his genius and the 
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exceilence of his disposition* he has acquired strong pre< 
judices, though all of an upright and honourable cast. He 
rides his High Church hobby too hard, and it will not do to 
run a tUt upon it against all the world. Gififbrd used to 
crop his articles considerably, and they bear mark of it, being 
sometimes d4coumes. Southey said that Gifford cut out his 
middle joints. When John comes to use the carving-knife 
I fear Dr. Southey will not be so tractable. Nous v&rrorn. 
I will not show Southey’s letter to Lockhart, for there is to 
him personally no friendly tone, and it would startle the 
Hidalgo’s pride. It is to be wished they may draw kindly 
together. Southey says most truly that even those who most 
undervalue his reputation would, were he to withdraw from 
the Nevi&Wf exaggerate the loss it would thereby sustain. The 
bottom of all these feuds, though not named, is Blackmons 
Magazine ; all the squibs of which, which have sometimes ex¬ 
ploded among the Lakers, Lockhart is rendered accountable 
for. He must now exert himself at once with spirit and 
prudence.^ He has good backing—Canning, Bishop Blom- 
field, Gifford, Wright, Croker, Will Eose,—and is there not 
besides the Douglas 1 ^ An excellent plot, excellent friends, 
and full of preparations? It was no plot of my making, 


* The following extract from a 
letter to Professor Wilson, urgently 
claiming hie aid, shows that the 
new editor had lost no time in look¬ 
ing after his “first Number” :— 
“Mr. Coleridge has yesterday 
transferred to me the treasures of 
the QuwrUrly Review, and I must 
say,, my dear Wilson, that his whole 
Btiodk is not worth five shillings. 
Thank God, other and better hands 
are at work for my first Number or 
I should be in a pr/itty hobble. My 
beli^ is that he has been living on 
stock bo<juestbed by Gifford, 
and the (xmtribntions of a set of 
H—^ and other d—d idiots of 


Oriel. But mind now, Wilson, I 
am sure to have a most hard 
stniggle to get up a very good 
first Number, and if I do not, it 
will be the Devil. ” This letter was 
ouoted in an abridged form in the 
Life of Professor Wilson by Mrs. 
Gordon. 

• 

^ This probably refers to Archi¬ 
bald, LordDoitglas, who had married 
the Lady Frances Scott, sister of 
Henry, Duke of Bucdeuch. Lord 
Douglas died on the 26th December 
1827. For notices of the^ valued 
friends see Life, voL ii. pp. 27-8; 
iv. pp. 22, 70; and v. p. 230. 
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I am suie, yet-men will say and believe that [it was], though 
1 never heard a word of the matter till first a hint from 
‘Wright, and then the formal proposal of Murray to Lockhart 
announoed. I believe Canning and Charles Ellis were the 
prime movers. 1 ’ll puzzle my brains no more about it. 

Dined at Justice-Clerk’s — the President—Captain 
Smollett, etc., — our new Commander-in-chief, Hon. Sir 
Robert O’Callaghan, brother to Earl of lismore, a fine 
soldierly-looking man, with orders and badges;—his brother, 
an agreeable man, whom I met at Lowther Castle this 
season. He composes his own music and sings his own 
poetry—has much humour, enhanced by a strong touch of 
national dialect, which is always a rich sauce to an Irish¬ 
man’s good things. Dandyish, but not offensively; and 
seems to have a warm feeling for the credit of his country 
—^rather inconsistent with the trifling and selfish quietude 
of a mere man of society. 

Nov&n\her 30.—I am come to the time when those 
who look out of the windows shall be darkened. I must 
now wear spectacles constantly in reading and writing, 
though till this winter I have made a shift by using only 
their occasional assistance. Although my health cannot be 
better, I feel my lameness becomes sometimes painful, and 
often inconvenient. Walking on the pavement or causeway 
gives me trouble, and I am glad when I have accomplished 
my return on foot from the Parliament House to Castle 
Street, though I can (taking a competent time, as old Braxie ^ 
said on another occasion) walk five or six miles in the 
country with pleasura Well—such things must come, and 
be received with cheerful submission. My early lameness 
considered, it was impossible for a man labouring under a 
bodily impediment to have been stronger or more active than 
I have been, and that for twenty or thirty years. Seams 

^Robert Macqneen—Lord Braxfield—Justice Clerk from 1788; he 
died in 1799. 
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will slit^ and elbows will out, quoth the tailor; and as I was 
fifty-four on 15th August last, my mortal vestments are none 
of the newest. Then Walter, Charles, and Lockhart are as 
active and handsome young fellows as you can see j and 
while they enjoy strength" and activity 1 can hardly be said 
to want it. 1 have perhaps all my life set an undue value 
on these gifts. Tet it does appear to me that high and in¬ 
dependent feelings are naturally, though not uniformly or 
inseparably, connected with bodily advantages. Strong men 
are usually good-humoured, and active men often display the 
same elasticity of mind as of body. These are superiorities, 
however, that are often misused. But even for these things 
God shall call us to judgment 

Some months since I joined with other literary folks 

• ' 

in subscribing a petition for a pension to Mrs. G. of 
L.,^ which we thought was a tribute merited by her works 
as an authoress, and, in my opinion, much more by the 
firmness and elasticity of mind with which she had borne a 
succession of great domestic calamitieB. Unhappily there 
was only about £100 open on the pension list, and this the 
minister assigned in equal portions to Mrs. G-and a dis¬ 

tressed lady, grand-daughter of a forfeited Scottish nobleman. 

Mrs. G--, proud as a Highland-woman, vain as a poetess, 

and absurd as a bluestocking, has taken this partition in 
malam fartmiy and written to Lord Melville about her merits, 
and that her friends do not consider her claims as being fairly 
canvassed, with sometliing like a demand that her petition 
be submitted to the King. This is not the way to make her 
a hawbee^ and Lord M., a little miffed in tuml sends the 

'“Whole correspondence to me to know whether Mrs. G- 

will accept the £50 or not. Now, hating to deal with ladies 
when they are in an unreasonable humour, I have got the 
good-humoured “Man of Feeling” to find out the lady's 

^Mrs. Grant of La^igan, anthor SvperaUtioM (f the 
of Liters Jrom the Motmtawa, eto. Died at Edin. in 1836, aged 83. 
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mind, and I take on myself the task of making her peace 
-with Lord M. There is no great doubt how it will end, 
for your scornful dog will always eat your dirty pudding.^ 
After all, the poor lady is greatly to be pitied;—^her sole 
remaining daughter, deep and far gone in a decline, has 
been seized with alienation of mind. 

Dined with my cousin, E[obert] E[utherfoTd], being the 
first invitation since my uncle’s death, and our cousin 
Lieutenant-Colonel Bussell^ of Ashestiel, with his sister Anne 
—^the former newly returned from India—a fine gallant 
fellow, and distinguished as a cavalry officer. He came 
overland from India and has observed a good deal General 

L-of L- i in Logan’s orthography & fowl, Sir William 

Hamilton, Miss Peggie Swinton, William Keith, and others. 
Knight Marischal not well, so unable to attend the con¬ 
vocation of kith and kin. 

^ Scott had not the smallest hesi critique on Galt's Omen. See this 

tation in applying this nnsavonry Journal, June 1826. 
proverb to himself a few months * Afterwards Major-General Sir 
later, when ho unwillingly James Bussell, G.C.B. He died at 

petieosed the gratillity " for the Ashestiel in 1859 in his 78th year. 
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Bzcmhtr ls^.—Colonel K[us3ell] told me that UieEmropean 
Government had discovered an ingenious mode of diminish¬ 
ing the number of burnings of widows. It seems the Shaster 
positively enjoins that the pile shall be so constructed that, 
if the victim should repent even at the moment when it is 
set on fire, she may still have the means of saving herself. 
The Brahmins soon found it was necessary to assist the 
resolution of the sufferers, by means of a little pit into which 
they contrive to let the poor widow sink, so as to prevent 
her reaping any benefit from a late repentance. But the 
Government has brought them back to the regard of their 
law, and only permit the burning to go on when the pile is 
constructed with full opportunity of a loom pcniteniice. Yet 
the widow is so degraded if she dare to survive, that the 
number of burnings is still great. The quantity of female 
children destroyed by the Rajput tribes Colonel R. describes 
as very great indeed. They are strangled by the mother. 
The principle is the aristocratic pride of these high castes, 
who breed up no more daughters than they can reasonably 
hope to find matches for in their own tribe. Singular how 
artificial systems of feeling can be made to overcome that 
love of offspring which seems instinctive in the females, not 
of the human race only, but of the lower animals. This is 
the reverse of our system of increasing game by shooting the 
old cock-birds. It is a system would aid Malthus rarely. 

Nota h&net the day before yesterday I signed the bond for 
£5000, with Constable, for relief of Robinson’s housu^ I 
am to be secured by good bills. 

^ Seo OM/e, p. 13. Mr. James Bal- in the propriety of assisting Bob* 
iantyne Mid Mr. Cadell concurred inson. 
with Mr. Constable and Sir Walter 
80 
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1 think this journal will suit me w^ If 1 can coax 
myself into an idea that it is purely voluntary, it may go on 
—Nvlla dies dne lined. But never a being, from my infancy 
upwards, hated task-work as I hate it; and yet I have done 
a great deal in my day. It is not that I am idle in my 
nature neither. But propose to me to do one thing, and it 
is inconceivable the desire I have to do something else—^not 
that it is more easy or more pleasant, but just because it is 
escaping from an imposed task. I cannot trace this love of 
contradiction to any distinct source, but it has haunted me 
all my life. I could almost suppose it was mechanical, and 
that the imposition of a piece of duty-labour operated on me 
like the mace of a bad billiard-playftr, which gives an im¬ 
pulse to the ball indeed, but sends it off at a tangent 
different from the course designed by the player. Now, if 
I expend such eccentric movements on this journal, it will 
be turning this wretched propensity to some tolerable 
account. If I had thus cmj^iloyed the hours and half- 
hours which I have whiled away in putting off something 
that must needs be done at last, “ My Conscience! ” I 
should have had a journal with a witness. Sophia and 
Lockhart came to Edinburgh to-day and dined with us, 
meeting Hector Macdonald Buchanan, his lady, and Missie, 
James Skene and his lady, Lockhart’s friend Cay, etc. 
They are lucky to be able to assemble so many real 
friends, whose good wishes, I am sure, will follow them in 
their new undertaking. 

December 2.—^Eather a blank day for the Qumal. 
Correcting proofs in the morning. Court from half-past 
ten till two; poor dear Colin Mackenzie, one of the wisest, 
kindest, and best men of his time, in the country,—I fear 
with very indifferent health. From two till three transacting 
business with J. B.; all seems to go smoothly. Sophia dined 
with us alone, Lockhart being gone to the west to bid fare¬ 
well to his father and brothers. Evening spent in talking 
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'With Sophia oil prospects. God bless her, poor 

girl I she ney6r "^9iP‘ 3tt^1^ moment’s reason to complain of 
her. But, 0 my C^4 tlm| poor delicate child, so clever, so 
animated, yet holding by this earth with so fearfully slight a 
tenure. Never out of his mother’s thoughts,^|dmost never 
out of his father’s arms when he has but a single moment to 
give to an^hing. Jkm promdfMt, 

Bemrihzr 3.—E. P. G. ^ came to call last night to excuse 
himself from dining with Lockliart’s friends to*day. I really 
fear he is near an actual standstill. He has been extremely 
improvident. When I first knew him he had an excellent 
estate, and now he is deprived, I fear, of the whole reversion 
of the price, and this ftom no vice or extreme, except a waste¬ 
ful mode of buying pictures and other costly trifies at high 
prices, and selling them again for nothing, besides an extrava¬ 
gant housekeeping and profuse hospitality. An excellent 
disposition, with a considerable fund of acquired knowledge, 
would have rendered him an agreeable companion, had he not 
affected singularity, and rendered himself accordingly singu¬ 
larly affected. He was very near being a poet—but a miss is 
as good as a mile, and he always fell short of the mark. I 
knew him first, many years ago, when he was desirous of 
my acquaintance; but he was too poetical for me, or I was 
not poetical enough for him, so that we continued only 
ordinary acquaintance, with goodwill on either side, which 
R P. G. really deserves, as a more friendly, generous creature 
never lived. Lockhart hopes to get something done for him, 
being sincerely attached to him, but says he has no hopes 

' Robert Pierce Gillies, once pro- earliest but most persevering of 
^ prietor of a good estate in Eincar- my friends—persevering in spite of 
dineshire, and member oftheSootcb my waywardness.”— Memoir* of a 
Bar. It is pleasant to find Mr. Gillies Zt^eraryFetemn, including Sketches 
expressing his gratitude for what and Anecdotes of the most distin- 
Bir Walto had done for him more guished Literary Characters from 
than twoaty-five years after this I794tQlS49(3vols., London, 1S61}, 
paragraph was written. '‘He was,” vol. i. p. 321. Mr. Gillies died In 
saysR. P. G., “not only among the 1861. 
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till he is utterly ruined. That poia|^ fear, is not far 
distant; hut what Lockhart can do tlim I cannot 

guess. His last effort failed, owing ^ to a curious reason. 
He had made some translations from the German, which 
he does extremely [well]—^for give him ideas and he never 
wants choice of good words—and Lockhart had got Constable 
to offer some sort of terms for them. B. P. G. has always, 
though possessing a beautiful power of handwriting, had some 
whim or other about imitating that of some other person, 
and has written for months in the imitation of one or other 
of liis friends. At present he has renounced this amuse* 
ment, and chooses to write with a brush upon large cartridge 
paper, somewhat in the Chinese fashion,—so when his work, 
which was only to extend to one or two volumes, arrived 
on the shoulders of two porters, in immense bales, our jolly 
bibUopolist backed out of the treaty, and would Tiave nothing 
more to do with E. P.^ He is a creature that is, or would 
be thought, of imagination all compact, and is influenced by 
strange whims. But he is a kind, harmless, friendly soul, 
and I fear has been cruelly plundered of money, which he 
now wants sadly. 

Dined with Lockhart’s friends, about fifty in number, 
who gave him a parting entertainment. John Hope, 
Solicitor-General, in the chair, and Eobert Dundas [of 
Amiston], croupier. The company most highly respectable, 
and any man might be proud of such an indication of the 
interest they take in his progress in life. Tory principles 
rather too violently upheld by some speakers. I came home 
about ten; the party sat late. 

Decemler 4.—Lockhart and Sophia, with his broUier 
William, dined with us, and talked over our separation, and 

^ Mr. OiUieB was, however, warm- book m 1825 under the title of The 
ly Wi^oomed by another publisher Magic Ring, 3 vols. Its failure with 
in ISdinbur^, who paid him £100 the public prevented a repetition 
for his bulky hss., and issued the of the experiment! 

C 
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the mode of tbe^^^iettliiig in London, and other family 
topics. 

December 5.—^This morning Lockhart and Sophia left 
ns early, and without leave-taking; when I rose at eight 
o’clock they were gom. This was very right. I hate md 
eyes and blowing of noses. Agere et pati Bmianvm esL 
Of all schools commend me to the Stoica We cannot 
indeed overcome our affections, nor ought we if we could, 
but we may repress them within due bounds, and avoid 
coaxing them to make fools of those who should be the;^ 
masters. I have lost some of the comforts to which 1 
chiefly looked for enjoyment. Well, 1 must make the more 
of such as remain—God bless them. And so “ I will unto 
my holy work again,” ^ which at present is the description 
of that hdlige KlcMaUt that worshipful triumvirate, Dantoii, 
Bobespierre, &nd Marat 

I cannot conceive what possesses me, over every person 
besides, to mislay papers. I received a letter Saturday at 
c’m, enclosing a bill for £750; no deaf nuts. Well, I road 
it, and note the contents; and this day, as if it had been a 
wind-bill in the literal sense of the words, I search every¬ 
where, and lose three hours of my morning—^turn over all 
my confusion in the writing-desk—^break open one or two 
letters, lest I should have enclosed the sweet and quickly 
convertible document in them,—send for a joiner, and dis¬ 
organise my scrutoire, lest it should have fallen aside by 
mistake. I And it at last—the place where is of little 
consequence; but this tricjc must be amended. 

Dined at the Koyal Society Club, where, as usual, was 
a pleasant meeting of from twenty to twenty-five. It is a 
very good institution; we pay two guineas only for six 
dinners in the year, present or absent. Dine at five, or 
rather half-past five, at the Eoyal Hotel, where we have an 
excellent dinner, with soups, fish, etc., and all in good order; 

’ King Richard III,, Act in. So. 7.— J. 6. l. 
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port and sherry till half-past seven, thep coffee, and Tve go 
to the Society. This has great influence in keeping up the 
attendance, it being found that this preface of a good diuner, 
to be paid ibr whether you partake or not, brin^ out many 
a philosopher who might not otherwise have attended the 
Society. Harry Mackenzie, now in his e%hty-second or 
third year, read part of an Essay on Dreams. Supped at 
Dr. Bosseirs usual party,^ which shall serve for one while. 

December 6.—A rare thing this literature, or love of fame 
or notoriety which accompanies it. Here is Mr. H[enry] 
M[ackenzie] on the very brink of human dissolution, as 
actively anxious about it as if the curtain must not soon 
be closed on that and everything else.® He calls me his 
literary confessor; and I am sure I am glad to return the 
kindnesses which he showed me long since in George Square. 
No man is less known from his writings. We would sup¬ 
pose a retired, modest, somewhat affected man, with a white 
handkerchief, and a sigh ready for every sentiment. No 
such thing: H. M. is alert as a contracting tailor’s needle 
in every sort of business—a politician and a sportsman— 
shoots and fishes in a sort even to this day—and is the life 
of the company with anecdote and fun. Sometimes, his 
daughter tells me, he is in low spirits at home, but really 
I never see anything of it in society. 

There is a maxim almost univeraal in Scotland, which I 
should like much to see controlled. Every youth, of every 
temper and almost every description of character, is sent 

' Of many Edinburgh 8a|>per8 mentioned in the Journal. Dr. 
of this period, commemorated by RuBsell died in 1836. 

Lord Cochbum, not the least plea- 

aaat we^e the friendly gatherings - Mr. Mackmizie had been oon- 
in 30 Abercromby Place, the town suiting Sir Walter about ooUectmg 
house of Dr. James Bussoll, Pro- his own juvenile poetry.—j. o, u 
feasor of Clinical Surgery. They Though the venerable author of TTie 
were given fortnightly after the ATan ny did not die till 1831, 

meetings of the Royal Society dur- he does not appear to have carried 
ing the Session, and are occasionally out his intmition. 
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either to study for^he bar, or to a writer’s office as an 
apprentice. The Scottish seem to conceive Themis the 
most powerful of goddesses. Is a lad stupid, the law will 
shaipen him ;—^is he too merpurial, the law will make him 
sedate;—has he an estate, he may get a sheriffdom;—is he 
poor, the richest lawyers have emerged from poverty;—is 
he a Tory, he may become a depute-advocate;—^is he a 
Whig, he may with far better hope expect to become, in 

reputation at least, that rising counsel Mr.-when in 

fact he only rises at tavern dinners. Upon some such wi^ 
views lawyers and writers multiply till there is no life for 
them, and men give up the chase, hopeless and exhausted, 
and go into the army at five-and-twenty, instead of eighteen, 
with a turn for expense perhaps—almost certainly for pro- 
fligacy, and with a heart embittered against the loving 
parents or friends who compelled them to lose six or seven 
years in dusting the rails of the stair with their black gowns, 
or scribbling nonsense for twopence a page all day, and 
laying out twice their earnings at night in whisky-punch. 
Here is E. L. now. Pour or five years ago, from certain 
indications, I assured his friends he would never be a writer. 
Good-natured lad, too, when Bacchus is out of the question; 
but at other times so pugnacious, that it was wished he 
could only be properly placed where fighting was to be a 
part of his duty, regulated by time and place, and paid for 
accordingly. Well, time, money, and instruction have been 
thrown away, and now, after fighting two regular boxing 
matches and a duel with pistols in the course of one week, he 
tells them roundly he will be no writer, which common-sense 
might have told them before. He has now perhaps acquired 
habits of insubordination, unfitting him for the army, where 
he might have been tamed at an earlier period. He is too 
old for the navy, and so he must go to India, a guinea-pig 
on board a Chinaman, with what hope or view it is melan¬ 
choly to guess. His elder brother did all man could to get 
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his friends to consent to his going into the army in time. 
The lad has good>humour, courage, and most gentlemanlike 
feelings, but he is incurably dissipated, I hear; so goes to die 
in youth in a foreign land. Thank God, 1 let Walter take 
his own way; and I trust he will be a usefuf, honoured 
soldier, being, for his time, high in the service; whereas 
at home he would probably have been a wine-bibbing, 
moorfowl-shooting, fox-hunting Fife squire—living at 
Lochore without either aim or end—and ivell if he were 
no worse Dined at home with Lady S. and Anne. Wrote 
in the evening. 

December 7.—Teind day; *—at home of course. Wrote 
answers to one or two letters which have been lying on my 
desk like snakes, hissing at me for my dilatorinesa. Bespoke 
a tun of palm-oil for Sir John Forbes, Eeceived a letter 
from Sir W. Knighton, mentioning that the King acquiesced 
in my proposal that Constable’s Miscellany should be 
dedicated to him. Enjoined, however, not to make this 
public, till the draft of dedication shall be approved. This 
letter tarried so long, I thought some one had insinuated 
the proposal was infra dig. I don’t think so. The purpose 
is to bring all the standard works, both in sciences and the 
liberal arts, within the reach of the lower classes, and en¬ 
able them thus to use with advantage the education which 
is given them at every hand. To make boys learn to read, 
and then place no good books within their reach, is to give 
men an appetite, and leave nothing in the pantry save un¬ 
wholesome and poisonous food, which, depend upon it, they 
will eat rather than starve. Sir William, it seems, has been 
in Germany. 

1 Every alternate Wednesday Church of Scotland. As the Teind 
during the Winter and Summer Court has a separate establish- 
Bcssions, the Lords Commissioners ment of clerks and officers, Sir 
of Teinds (Tithes), consisting of a Walter was freed from duty at the 
certain number of the judges, held a Parliament House on these days. 
“Teind Court”—^for hearing cases Tlie Court now sits on alternate 
relating to the secular affiurs of the Moncays only. 
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Mighty daxk this morning; it is past ten, and 1 am using 
my lamp. The vast number of houses built beneath us to 
the north certainly render our street darker during the days 
when frost or haze prevents the smoke from rising. After 
all, it may 1)e my older eyes. I remember two years ago, 
when Lord H. began to fail somewhat in his limbs, he 
observed that Lord S.^ came to Court at a more early hour 
than usual, whereas it was he himself who took longer time 
to walk the usual distance betwixt hk house and the Parlia¬ 
ment Square. I suspect old gentlemen often make sugh 
mistakes. A letter from Southey in a very pleasant strain 
as to Lockhart and myself. Of Murray he has perhaps 
ground to complain as well for consulting him late in the 
business, as for the manner in which he intimated to young 
Coleridge, who had no reason to think himself handsomely 
treated, though he has acquiesced in the arrangement in a 
very gentlemanlike tona With these matters we, of course, 
have nothing to do; having no doubt that the situation was 
vacant when M. offered it as such. Southey says, in altera¬ 
tion of Byron’s phrase, that M. is the most timorous, not of 
God’s, but of the devil’s, booksellers. The truth I take to be 
that Murray was pushed in the change of Editor (which was 
really become necessary) probably by Gifford, Canning, Ellis, 
etc. j and when he had fixed with Lockhart by their advice 
his constitutional nervousness made him delay entering 
upon a full explanation with Coleridge. But it is all settled 
now—I hope Lockhart will be able to mitigate their High 
Church bigotry. It is not for the present day, savouring too 
much of Jure divino. 

Dined quiet with Lady S. and Anne. Anne is practising 
Scots songs, which I takb as a kind compliment to my own 
taste, as hers leads her chiefly to foreign music. 1 think 
the good girl sees that 1 want and must miss her sister’s 

> Mr. Lockliart Baggests Lords living at 124 Goorge Street, and 
Hennand and Succoth, the former the latter at 1 Park Place. 
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peculiar talent in singing the airs of our native country, 
which, imperfect as my musical ear is, make, and always 
have made, the most pleasing impression on me. And so if 
she puts a constraint on herself for my sake, I can only say, 
in requital, Gnd bless her. * 

I have much to comfort me in the present aspect of my 
family. My eldest son, independent in fortune, united to 
an affectionate wife—and of good hopes in his profession; 
my second, with a good deal of talent, and in the way, 1 
trust, of cultivating it to good purpose; Anne, an honest, 
downright, good Scots lass, in whom I would only wish to 
correct a spirit of satire; and Lockhart is Lockhart, to whom 
I can roost willingly confide the happiness of the daughter 
who chose him, and whom he has chosen. My dear wife, 
the partner of early cares and successes, is, 1 fear, frail in 
health—though I trust and pray she may see me out. 
Indeed, if this troublesome complaint goes on—it bodes no 
long existence. My brother was affected with the same 
weakness, which, before he waa fifty, brought on mortal 
symptoms. The poor Major had been rather a free liver. 
But my father, the most abstemious of men, save when the 
duties of hospitality required him to be very moderately 
free with his bottle, and that was very seldom, had the 
same weakness which now annoys me, and he, 1 thinks 
was not above seventy when cut off. Square the odds, 
and good-night Sir Walter about sixty. I care not^ if 1 
leave my name unstained, and my family properly settled. 
Sai est weisae. 

Decemler 8.—Talking of the vmsse, it may not be im¬ 
pertinent to notice that Knox, a young poet of considerable 
talent, died here a week or two since. His father was a 
respectable yeoman, and he himself, succeeding to good 
farms under the Duke of Buccleuch, became too soon his 
own master, and plunged into dissipation and ruin. His 
poetical talent, a very fine one, then showed itself in a fine 
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strain ot pensive poetry, called, 1 think. The Lonely Hmih, 
far superior to those of Michael Bruce, whose consumption, 
hy the way, has been the life of his verses. But poeiay, nay, 
good poetry, is a drug in the present day. I am a wretched 
patrpn. 1 cannot go with a subscription-paper, like a pocket- 
pistol about me, and draw unawares on some honest country- 
gentleman, who has as much alarm as if 1 had used the 
phrase “ stand and deliver,” and parts with his money with 
a grimace, indicating some suspicion that the crown-piece 
thus levied goes ultimately into the collector’s own pocket 
This I see daily done; and I have seen such collectors, when 
they have exhausted Papa and Mamma, continue their trade 
among the misses, and conjure out of their pockets those 
little funds which should carry them to a play or an 
assembly. It is well people will go through this—^it does 
some good, I suppose, and they have great merit who can 
sacrifice their pride so far as to attempt it in this way. Por 
my part I am a bad promoter of subscriptions; but I wished 
to do what I could for this lad, whose talent I really admired; 
and 1 am not addicted to admire heaven-bom poets, or 
poetry that is reckoned very good (mmdermg, I had him, 
Knox,i at Abbotsford, about ten years ago, but found him 
unfit for that sort of society. I tried to help him, but there 
were temptations he could never resist. He scrambled on, 
writing for the booksellers and magazines, and living like the 
Otways, and Savages, and Chattertons of former days, though 
I do not know that he was in actual want. His connection 
with mo terminated in begging a subscription or a guinea now 
and then. His last works were spiritual hymns, and which 
he wrote very well In his own line of society he was said 
to exhibit infinite humour i but all his works are grave and 

^ William Knox died 12th Nov- His publisher (Mr. Anderson, 
ember. He had published fionga of junior, o€ Edinburgh) remembers 
Imui, 1824, A Vi/nt to Dublin, that Sir Walter occasionally wrote 
1824, The Harp of Zion, 1825, to Knox and sent him money—£10 
eta, besides The Lonely Hearth, at a time.—j. a. L. 
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pensive, a style perhaps, like Master Stephen’s melancholy,^ 
affected for the nonce. 

Mrs. Gi[rant] of L. intimates that she will take her pudding 
—^her pension, I mean (see 30th November), and is contrite, 
as H[enry] M[ackenzie] vouches. 1 am glad the stout 
old girl is not foreclosed; faith, cabbing a pension m these 
times is like hunting a pig with a soap’d tail, monstrous 
apt to slip through your fingers.* Dined at home with 
Lady S. and Anne. 

DecewJber 9.—^Yesterday I read and wrote the whole day 
and evening. To-day I shall not be so happy. Having 
Gas-Light Company to attend at two, I must be brief in 
journalising. • 

The gay world has been kept in hot water lately by 
the impudent publication of the celebrated Harriet Wilson, 

-from earliest possibility, I suppose, who lived with half 

the gay world at hack and manger, and now obliges 
such as will not pay hush-money with a history of what¬ 
ever she knows or can invent about them. She must have 
been assisted in the style, spelling, and diction, though 
the attempt at wit is very poor, that at pathos sickening. 
But there is some good retailing of conversations, in which 
the style of the speakers, so far as known to me, is exactly 
imitated, and some things told, as said by individuals of 
each other, which will sound unpleasantly in each other’s 

ears. I admire the address of Lord A-y, himself very 

severely handled from time to time. Some one asked him if 
H. W, had been pretty correct on the whole. “Why, faith,” 
he replied, “ I believe so ”—^when, raising his eyes, he saw 
Quentin Dick, whom the little jilt had treated atrociously— 
“ what concerns the present company always excepted, you 

1 In Ben JouBtm’e Emery Man in ment, ae at this juncture a handeome 
hk Humowr. legacy came to her from an unex- 

’ Providenoa was kmder to the pected quarter. - Memoir and Corre- 
venerable lady than the Govern- «pondence, Lond. 1845, voi. iii-p.71. 
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know,” added Lord A- y, with infinite presence of mind. 

As he was in pari cam with Q. D. no more could be said. 
After all, H. W. beats Con Philips, Anne Bellamy, and all 
former demireps out and out. I think I supped once in her 
company, more than twenty years since, at Mat Lewis's in 
Argyle Street, where the company, as the Duke says to Lucio, 
chanced to be “ fairer than honest.”^ She was far from beauti¬ 
ful, if it be the same chiffonne, but a smart saucy girl, with 
good eyes and dark hair, and the manners of a wild schoolboy. 
I am glad this accidental meeting has escaped her memoi^ 
—or, perhaps, is not accurately recorded in mine—for, being 
a sort of French falconer, who hawk at all they see, 1 might 
have had a distinction'which I am far from desiring. 

Dined at Sir John Hay’s—a large party; Skenes there, 
the Newenhams and others, strangers. In the morning a 
meeting of Oil Gas Committee. The concern lingers a little; 

" It may do weel, for ought it’s done yet, 

But only—it’s no just begun yet.” ^ 

December 10.—A stormy and rainy day. Walked from 
the Court through the rain. I don’t dislike this. Egad, I 
rather like it; for no man that ever stepped on heather 
has less dread than I of catch-cold; and I seem to re¬ 
gain, in buffeting with the wind, a little of the high spirit 
with which, in younger days, I used to enjoy a Tam-o’- 
Shanter ride through darkness, wind, and rain,—^the boughs 
groaning and cracking over my head, tlie good horse free to 
the road and impatient for home, and feeling the weather 
as little as I did. 

The Btorm around might roar and rustle. 

We didnamind the storm a whistle.” 

Answered two letters—one, aj|swer to a schoolboy, 
who writes himself Captain of Giggleswick School (a most 
imposing title), entreating the youngster not to comihence 

^ Meanire far Mtasart^ Act iv. * Burns's Dedication to Oamn 
Sc. 3.—<J. G. L. Hamilton,—^, o. t. 
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editor of a magazine to be entitled the “ Yorkshire MufiBn,” 
1 think, at seventeen years old; second, to a soldier of the 
79th, showing why I cannot oblige him by getting his dis¬ 
charge, and exhorting him rather to bear with the wickedness 
and profanity of the service, than take the very precarious 
step of desertion. This is the old receipt of Durandarte^— 
Patience, cousin, and shuffle the cards and I suppose the 
correspondents will think I have been too busy in offering 
my counsel where I was asked for assistance. 

A third rogue writes to tell me—^rather of the latest, if 
the matter was of consequence—that he approves of the 
first three volumes of the B]ear(\ of Midlothian, but totally 
condemns the fourth. Doubtless he thinks his opinion 
worth the sevenpence sterling which his letter costs. How¬ 
ever, authors should be reasonably well pleased when three- 
fourths of their work are acceptable to the reader. The 
knave demands of me in a postscript, to get back the sword 
of Sir W[illiam] Wallace from England, where it was carried 
from Dumbarton Castle. I am not Master-General of the 
Ordnance, that I know. It was wrong, however, to take 
away that and Mons Meg. If I go to town this spring, 
1 will renew my negotiation with the Great Duke for 
recovery of Mons Meg. 

There is no theme more awful than to attempt to cast a 
glance among the clouds and mists which hide the broken 
extremity of the celebrated bridge of Mirza.® Yet, when 
every day brings us nearer that termination, one would 
almost think that our views should become clearer, as the 
regions we are approaching are brought nigher. Alas! it is 
not so: there is a curtain to be withdrawn, a veil to be rent, 
before we shall see thii]|js as they really are. There are few, 
1 trust, who disbelieve the existence of a God; nay, I doubt 
if at‘all times, and in all moods, any single individual ever 
adopted that hideous creed, though some have professed it 
’ Dm Qvixote, Pt. ii. ch. 23. *' Spectator, No. 150.~J. <J. 
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With the belief of a Deity, that of the immortality of the 
soul and of the state of future rewards and punishments is 
indissolubly linked. More we are not to know; but neither 
are we prohibited from our attempts, however vain, to 
pierce the solemn sacred gloom. The expressions used in 
Scripture are doubtless metaphorical, for penal fires and 
heavenly melody are only applicable to bodies endowed 
with senses; and, at least till the period of the resurrec¬ 
tion of the body* the spirits of men, whether entering 
into the perfection of the just, or committed to the regions 
of punishment, are incorporeal. Neither is it to be 
supposed that the glorified bodies wliich shall arise in the 
last day will be capabte of the same gross indulgences with 
which they are now solaced. That the idea of Mahomet’s 
paradise is inconsistent with the purity of our heavenly 
religion will be readily granted; and see Mark xii. 25. 
Harmony is obviously chosen as the least corporeal of all 
gratifications of the sense, and as the type of love, unity, 
and a state of peace and perfect happiness. But they have 
a poor idea of the Deity, and the rewards which are destined 
for the just made perfect, who can only adopt the literal 
sense of an eternal concert—a never-ending Birthday Ode. I 
rather suppose there should be understood some commission 
from the Highest, some duty to discharge with the applause 
of a satisfied conscience. That the Deity, who himself must 
be supposed to feel love and affection for the beings he has 
called into existence, should ddegate a portion of those 
powers, I for one cannot conceive altogether so wrong a con- 
jeotoira We would then find reality in Milton’s sublime 
machinery of the guardian saints or genii of kingdoms. 
Nay, we would approach to the Ca^jjplic idea of the employ¬ 
ment of saints, though without approaching the absurdity 
df saint-worship, which degrades their religion. There would 
be, we must suppose, in these employments difficulties to be 
overcome; and exertions to be made, for all which the oeles- 
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tial beings employed would have certain appropriate powers. 
I cannot help thinking that a life of active benevolence is 
more consistent with my ideas than an eternity of music. 
But it is all speculation, and it is impossible even to guess 
what we shall [do], unless we could ascertain the equally 
difficult previous question, what we are to be. But there 
is a Gk)d, and a just God—a judgment and a future life— 
and all who own so much let them act according to the faith 
that is in them. I would [not], of course, limit the range 
of my genii to this confined earth. There is the universe, 
with all its endless extent of worlds. 

Company at home—Sir Adam Ferguson and his Lady; 
Colonel and Miss BasseU; Count Ba^doff, and Mr. CoUyer. 
By the by, I observe that all men whose names are obviously 
derived from some mechanical trade, endeavour to dis¬ 
guise and antiquate, as it were, their names, by spelling 
them after some quaint manner or other. Thus we have 
Collyer, Smythe, TaiUeure; as much as to say. My ancestor 
was indeed a mechanic, but it was a world of time ago, 
when the word was spelled very [differently]. Then we had 
young Whytbank and Will Allan the artist,' a very agree¬ 
able, simple-mannered, and pleasant man. 

DeceTnher 11.—A touch of the movhvA ertidiiorum, to 
which I am as little subject as most folks, and have it less 
now than when young. It is a tremor of the heart, the 
pulsation of which becomes painfully sensible—a disposition 
to causeless alarm—much lassitude—and decay of vigour of 
mind and activity of intellect The reins feel weary and 
painful, and the mind is apt to receive and encourage 
gloomy apprehensions and causeless fears. Fighting with 
this fiend is not alwajp the best way to conquer him. I 
luive always found exercise and the open air better than 
reasoning. But such weather as is now without doors does 

' Sir WilHam Allan, President of the Royal Soottitb A(^emy from 
1838: he died at Edinburgh in 1850. 
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not encomage la petite gtierre, so we must give battle 
in form, by letting both mind and body know that, suppos¬ 
ing one the House of Commons and the other the House of 
Peers, my will is sovereign over both. There is a good de¬ 
scription of this species of mental weakness in the fine play 
of Beaumont and Fletcher called The lover's Frogrm^ where 
the man, warned that his death is approaching, works himself 
into an agony of fear, and calls for assistance, though there 
is no apparent danger. The apparition of the innkeeper’s 
ghost, in the same play, hovers between the ludicrous and 
[the terrible]. To me the touches of the former quality 
which it contains seem to augment the effect of the latter 
—^they seem to give reality to the supernatural, as being 
circumstances with which an inventor would hardly have 
garnished his story 

Will Clerk says he has a theory on the vitrified forts. 
I wonder if he and I agree. 1 think accidental conflagration 
is the cause. 

December 12.—Hogg came to breakfast this morning, 
having taken and brought for his companion the Galashiels 
bard, David Thomson,® as to a meeting of “ buzz Tividale 
poets.” The honest grunter opines with a delightful ’mi/oete 
that Moore’s verses are far owre sweet—answered by Thom¬ 
son that Moore’s ear or notes, 1 forget which, were finely 
strung. “They are far owre finely strung,” replied he of 
the Forest, “ for mine are just reeght.” It reminded me of 
Queen Bess, when questioning Melville sharply and closely 
whether Queen [Mary] was taller than her, and, extracting 
an answer in the affirmative, she replied, “ Then your Queen 
is too tall, for I am just the proper height” 

Was enpged the whole day with Sheriff Court pro¬ 
cesses. There is something sickening in seeing poor devils 

1 Seavmmt md 8vo, see October 1822, and T. Cmg 

li(6nd. 1788, vol.v. pp.410*41.% 419- Brown’s Hiatory of Sdbwhihirt^ 
426, 2 vols. 4to, Edin. 1886, vol. i. 

3 For ootlceiof David Thomson, pp. 506,507, and 519. 
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dmwn into great expense about trifles by interested attor¬ 
neys. But too dieap access to litigation has its evils on the 
other hand, for the proneuess of the lower class to gratify 
siute and revenge in this way would be a dreadful evil were 
they able to endxure the expense. Very few cases come 
before the Sheriff-court of Selkirkshire that ought to come 
anywhere. Wretched wranglings about a few pounds, begun 
in spleen, and carried on from obstinacy, and at length 
from fear of the conclusion to the banquet of ill-humour, 
"D—n—n of expenses.” 1 I try to Qheck it as well as 
I can; “but so 'twill be when I am gone.” 

Decewb&r 12.—Dined at home, and spent the evening 
in writing—Anne and Lady Scott at the theatre to see 
Mathews; a very clever man my friend Mathews; but 
it is tiresome to be funny for a whole evening, so I was 
content and stupid at home. 

An odd optical delusion has amused me these two last 
nighta I have been of late, for the first time, condemned 
to the constant use of spectacles. Now, when I have laid 
them aside to step into a room dimly lighted, out of the 
strong light which I use for writing, I have seen, or 
seemed to see, through the rims of the same spectacles 
which I have left behind ma At first the impression was 
so lively that I put my hand to my eyes believing I had 
the actual spectacles on at the moment. But what 1 saw 
was only the eidolon or image of said useful servants. This 
fortifies some of Dr. Hibbert’s positions about spectral ap¬ 
pearances. 

Decemler 13.—Letter from Lady Stafford—^kind and 

friendly after the wont of Banzu-Mohr-ar-chat.* This is 

^ Bazzn’s Address to the Unco in the English name of the neigh- 
J. o. L. bouring one, CoutlmeBSt we have 

^ Bamunhorar-Chat, t,e. the Great another trace of the early settle- 
Lady of the Oat, is the Gaelic title ment of the Clan C7Mttan, whose 
of the Conntess-Duchess of Suther- chiefs bear the cognisance of a 
land. The connty of Sutherland Wild Cat. The Ducheps-Countess 
itself is in that dialect OoMey, and died in 1838.—J. a. l. 
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wrong spelled, 1 know. Her countenance is something for. 
Sophia, whose company should he—as ladies are said to 
choose their liquor—^little and good. To be acquainted 
with persons of mere ton is a nuisance and a scrape—^to be 
known to persons of real fashion and fortune is in London 
a very great advantage. She is besides sure of the here¬ 
ditary and constant friendship of the Buccleuch ladies, as 
well as those of Montagu and of the Harden family, of the 
Marchioness of Northampton, Lady Melville, and 
also the Miss upon whose kind ofQces I have lomo, 

claim, and would count upon them whether such claim 
existed or no. So she is well enough established am(|^ Jhe 
Right-hand file, which is very necessary in London 4)^^ 
second-rate fashion is like false jewels. ^ ‘ 

Went to the yearly court of the Edinburgh Assurance 
Company, to which I am one of those graceful and useless 
appendages, called Directors Extraordinary—an extraordinary 
director I should prove had they elected me an i^rdinary 
one. There were there moneyers and great oneye^i}/ 
of metal—discounters and counters—sharp, grave, pru(dei’>tufl*5? 
faces—eyes weak with ciphering by lamplight—men who 
say to gold. Be thou paper, and to paper, Be thou turned i^|*:>. 
fine gold. Many a bustling, sharp-faced, keen-eyed/w^b^ 
too—some perhaps speculating with their clients'^^pSrty. 
My reverend seigniors had expected a motion for printing.. 
their contract, which I, as a piece of light artillery, wm * 
brought down and got into battery to oppose. I shofi^d 
certainly have done this on the general ground, that while 
each partner could at any time obtain sight of the contract 
afr a call on the directors or managers, it would,bC absurd to 
print it for the use of the Company—and that 
it to the world at large was in all respects unn^ 
tmd might teach novel companies to avail themselves" 
bur rules and calculations—if false, for the piu^|iii^,, pf 
* ap0 1 JCinff ffenty I F., Act ii. Sc. 1. ’ 
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exposing our errors—if oorrect, for the purpose of improving 
their ovm schemes on our model. But my eloquence was 
not required, no one renewing the motion under question; 
BO off I came, my ears still ringing with the sounds of 
thousands and tens of thousands, and my eyes dazzled with 
the golden gleam offered by so many capitalists. 

Walked home with the Solicitor ^—decidedly the most 
hopeful young man of his lime; high connection, great 
spirited ambition, a ready anc* prompt elocution, 
with a gOvAl voice and dignified manner, prompt and steady 
courage, vigilant and constant assiduity, popularity with the 
youu<^''inen, and the good opinion of the old, will, if I 
mistil^o not, cany him as [high as] any man who has been 
slnoo days of old Hal Dundas.^ He is hot though, and 
rather hasty: this should be amended. They who would 
play at single, stick must bear with patience a rap over the 
knuckles Dinod quietly with Lady Scott and Anne. 

BecmSbcr 14—Affairs very bad in the money-market 
K tendon. It must come here, and T have far too many 
engag(ments not to feel it. To end the matter at once, 
f intend to borrow £10,000, with which my son’s marriage- 
oontr.tct allows me to charge my estate. At Whitsunday and 
I will have enough to pay up the incumbrance 
of j^O^uo to old Moss’s daughter, and £5000 to Misses 
JtoBUSon, in whole or part Thie wiU enable ua to dispense 
*in a great pienisure with bank assistance, and sleep in spite 
of thun^r. I do not know whether it is this business which 
makes me a little bilious, or rather the want of exercise 
'dttxing the season of late, and change of the weather to too 
i,innoh^|jeat. * Thank God, my circumstances are good,—upon 
' £ {sir" ti^anoe which I have made, certainly not less than 
^^liH^or nearly £50,000 above the world. But the sun 

• 'A ^ 

JdImHope, Esq., was at thb * Henry DundaSithefirstYiacouiit 
for Scotland, Melville, first appeared in Parlia* 
aftsirwat rfi%d Jnstice'Oerk from msnt as Lord Advocate of Scot- 
1^41 until 1^ death in 1858. land w. o. i*. # 
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&tid nioon shall dance on the green ere carelessness, or 1 k^ 
of gain, or facility of getting cash, shall make me go too 
deep again, were it bnt for the disquiet of the thing. Dined: 
Lady Scott and Anne quietly. 

Dm'nQ>er 15.-—R P. G[iUies] came deut mm ed at five 
o’clock to make me confidant of the extremities of his distress. 
It is clear all he has to do is to make the best agreement 
he can with his creditors. I remember many years since the 
poor fellow told me he thought there was something interest¬ 
ing in having difficulties. Poor lad, he will have enough of 
them now. He talks about writing translations for the 
booksellers from the German to the amount of five mr six 
hundred pounds, but this is like a man proposing to run a 
whole day at top speed. Yet, if he had good subjects, R P. G. 
is one of the best translators 1 know, and something must be 
done for him certainly, though, I fear, it will be necessary to 
go to the bottom of the ulcer; palliatives won’t do. He is 
terribly imprudent, yet a worthy and benevolent creature— 
a great bore withal. Dined alone with family. I am 
determined not to stand mine host to all Scotland and 
England as I have done. This shall be a saving, since 
it must be a borrowing, year. We heard from Sophia; they 
are got safe to town; but as Johnnie had a little bag of meal 
with him, to make his porridge on the road, the whole inn- 
yard assembled to see the operation. Junor, his maid, was 
of opinion that England Jea an “awfu* country to make 
parritch in.” God bless the poor baby, and restore his 
perfect health! 

^ Becmiber 16.—R P. G. and his friend Robert Wilson* 
came—the former at five, as usual—the latter at three, as 
appointed. R[obert] W[ilson] frankly said that R P. G.’s 
.^e was quite desperate, that he was insolvent, and that 
any attempt to save him at present would be just so much 

1 Bdbertifiym Wilson, Esq., W.S., Secretary to the Ro]nl Bmk of fioot* 
■ Gs Xic 
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Cftsh thiowu away. God knows, at this moment 1 have 
none to thipw away uselessly. For poor Gillies there was 
a melancholy mixture of pathos and affectation in his state¬ 
ment, which really affected me; while it told me that it 
would be useless to help him to money on such very empty 
plans. I endeavoured to persuade him to make a virtue 
of necessity, resign all to his creditors, and begin the world 
on a new leal I offered him Chiefswood for a temporary 
retirement. Lady Scott thinks I was wrong, and nobody 
could less desire such a neighbour, all his affectations being 
caviare to me. But then the wife and children! Went 
again to the Solicitor on a wrong night, being asked for to¬ 
morrow. Lady Scott undertakes tS keep my engagements 
recorded in future. Sed qiiis cmtodiet ipsam cuModem $ 

December 17.—^Dined with the Solicitor—Lord Chief- 
Baron^—Sir William Boothby, nephew of old Sir Brooke, 
the dandy poet, etc. Annoyed With anxious presentiments, 
which the night’s post must dispel or confirm—all in London 
as bad as possible. 

December 18.—^Ballantyne called on me this morning. 
Venit Ula mprema diee. My exti'emify is come. Cadell has 
received letters from london which all but positively an¬ 
nounce the failure of Hurst and Bobinson, so that Constable 
& Co. must follow, and 1 must go with poor James Ballan- 
tyne for company. I suppose it will involve my alL But 
if they leave me £500,1 can still make it £1000 or £1200 
a year. And if they take my salaries of £1300 and £300, 
they cannot but give me something out of them. I have 
been rash in anticipating funds to buy land, but then I 
made from £5000 to £10,000 a year, and land was my 

^ Tbe Eight Hon. Sir Samnel where he died, aged 60, on the 
Shepherd, who had been at the SOfch November 1840. Before corn- 
head cd the Court of Exchequer ing to Scotland, |ir Samnel had 
elnoe 1819, was thw living at 16 been Solicitor-General in 1614, and' 
Coatee Creeemit; he retired in 1880, Attorhor-Oeneral fn 1817. 
and resided afterwards m England, 
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tem:p1»y.o&» I ^mk nobody can lose a penny^^t Is ism 
ooMfoaik Men will think pride has had a fa^. JUh 
in^hdge ^eir own pride in thinking that my iBsH msto 
thm higher, or seems so at least I haTe the mtisfadtien 
to veooUedt that my prosperity has been of advantage to 
many, and that some at least will forgive my transient weaM 
on account of the innocence of my intentions, and my ml 
wii^ to do good to the poor. This news will make sad 
hearts at Darnick, and in the cottages of Abbotsford, which 
I do not nourish the least hope of preserving. It has been 
my Delilah, and so I have often termed it; and now the 
recollection of the extensive woods I planted, and the-walks 
1 have formed, from which strangers must derive both the 
pleasure and profit, will excite feelings likely to sober my 
gayest moments. I have half resolved never to see the 
place again. How could 1 tread my hall with such a dimin¬ 
ished crest ? How live a poor indebted man where I was 
once the wealthy, the honoured? My children are pro¬ 
vided ; thank G-od for that. I was to have gone there on 
Saturday in joy and prosperity to receive my friends. My 
dogs will wait for me in vain. It is foolish—^but the 
thoughts of parting from these dumb creatures have moved 
me more than any of the painful reflections 1 have put 
down. Poor things, I must get them kind masters; there 
may be yet those who loving me may love my dog because 
it has been mine. I must end^this, or I shall lose the tone 
of mind with which men should meet distress. 


find my dogs* feet on my knees. 1 hear them whining 
and seeking me everywhere—this is nonsense, hut it is what 
they would do could they know how things are. Poor 
poor Tom P^whel this will be news* to 
WTihg your iioart, and many a poor fellow’s besides to whom 
my pi^osperfty was daily bread. 
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b^ves like Imnaelf, and sinks his own ruin 
. ni^a 1 tried to enrich him indeed, and 

aow.aB^r^ ifl gone. He will have the " Journal ” still, that 
iSrA eomfort, for sure they cannot find a better Editor. They-^ 
fdasi who will they be—the vMhj/mtm Gbemviha axe to 
dispose of my all as they will? Some hard-ejed banker; 
some of those men of millions whom 1 described. Oadell 
showed more kind and personal feeling to me than I thought 
he had possessed. He says there are some properties of works 
that will revert to me, the copy-money not being paid, but 
it cannot be any veiy great matter, I should think. 

Another person did not afford me aU the sympathy I 
eiqpected, perhaps because I seemed*to need little support, 
yet that is not her nature, which is generous and kind. She 
thinks I have been imprudent, trusting men so far. Perhaps 
so—^but what could I do ? I must sell my books to some one, 
and these folks gave me the largest price; if they had kept 
their ground I could have brought myself round fast enough 
by the plan of 14th December. 1 now view matters at the 
very worst, and suppose that my all must go to supply the 
deficiencies of Constable. I fear it must be so. His connec¬ 
tions with Hurst and Hobinson have been so intimate that 
they must be largely involved. This is the worst of the 
concern; our own is comparatively plain sailing. 

Poor Qillies called yesterday to tell me he was in 
extrenuty., God knows I had every cause to have returned 
him the same answer. I must think his situation worse than 
mine, as through his incoherent, miserable tale, I could see 
that he had exhausted each access to credit, and yet fondly 
imsgines that, bereft of all his accustomed indulgences, he 
can work with a literary zeal unknown to his happier dsys. 
X hope he may labour enough to gain the mere support of 
bis family. For myself, the n^gic wand of the Unknown is 
sbivered iii his grasp. He mus^ henceforth be termed the 
Tob-well-khown. The feast of fancy is over with the feeling , 
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of indepo&denoe. 1 can no longer have the d^ht of wak¬ 
ing in the morning with bright ideas in my mind, hari)6 to 
commit ^em to paper, and count them monthlj', as Ihe 
means of planting such groves, and purchasing such wastes; 
replacing’mx dreams of fiction by other prospective vuddns 
of walks by . 

“Fountain heads, and pathless groves 
Places which pale passion loyes.” ^ 


This cannot be; but 1 may work substantial husbandry, 
work history, and such concerns. They 

Footnote to pege 44 

viU not be received with the same en- intbeorigiimiia.:— 
thiisiasm; at leaet I much doubt the 5^,*° 

’ 41 and 42. I turned 

general knowledge thsFt an author must the pisge accidentally, 

write for his bread, at least for improving 

his pittance, degrades him and his pro- onght not to waste 

ductions in the public eye. He falls into of paper, 

the second-rate rank of estimation: 


“ While the harness sore gaUs, and the spurs his sides good, 
The high-mettled racer’s a hack on the road.”^ 


It is a bitter thought; but if tears start at it, let them 
flow. I am so much of this mind, that if any one would 
now offer to relieve all my embarrassments on condition 1 
would continue the exertions which brought it there, dear 
as the place is to me, 1 hardly think I could undertake the 
labour on wbicb I entered with my usual alacrity only this 
morning, though not without’^a boding feeling of my exer¬ 
tions proving useless. Yet to save Abbotsford I would 
attempt all that was possible. My heart clings to the 
place I have created. There is scarce a tree on it that does 
nt% owe its being to me, and the pain of leaving it is greater 
than 1 can tell. 1 have about £10,000 of Constable’s, for 


whiph X am Ixmnd to give literary value, but if I am obliged 


^ pay other debts for him, 


I wjll take leave to retain thiseum 


^ 8m Valovr, by John Metcher; Beaumont and Fletoher’a Work$. 
* From Obarleu IKbdin’s 90 ug» Macehorae. 
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at liis credit We shall have made some kittle questions of 
Hteraiy property amongst us. Once more, “ Patience, cousin, 
and shuffle the cards.” 

I have endeavoured at times to give vent to thoughts 
naturally so painful, by writing these notices, partly to keep 
them at bay by busying myself with the hi^iy of the 
French Convention. I thank God 1 can do both with 
reasonable composure. I wonder how Anne will bear this 
affliction? She is passionate, but stout-hearted'^and coura¬ 
geous in important matters, though irritable in trifles. I 
am glad Lockhart and his wife are gone. Why ? I cannot 
tell; but I am pleased to be left to my own regrets without 
being melted by condolences, though of the most sincere 
and affectionate kind. 

Anne bears her misfortune gallantly and well, with a 
natural feeling, no doubt, of the rank and consideration she 
is about to lose. Lady Scott is incredulous, and persists in 
cherishing hope where there is no ground for hope. I wish 
it may not bring on the gloom of spirits which has given me 
such distress. If she were the active person she once was 
that would not be. Kow 1 fear it more than what Constable or 
Cadell will tell me this evening, so that my mind is made up. 

Oddly enough, it happened. Mine honest friend Hector 
came in before dinner to ask a copy of my seal of Ajrms, 
with a sly kindliness of intimation that it was for some 
agreeable purpose. 

HaXf-^mt Eight .—I closed this book under the con¬ 
sciousness of impending ruin, I open it an hour after, 
thanks be to God, with the strong hope that matters may 
be got over safely and honourably, in a mercantile sense. 
Cadell came at eight to communicate a letter from Hurst 
and Bobinson, intimating they had stood the storm, and 
though clamorous for assistafice from Scotland, saying they 
had. pjf^pared their stronghold^ without need of the banks. 



*< ' I 

This is so , Isr well^ bfii 1 viU not hm<m any mmsf m' 
my sstfl^ isli 1 see thiags reason^ly safe. Stoda bave 

risep Irom-to ——, a strong proof _ ' ■ 

tbsS oobfidence is restored. But 1 will ^ * 

yield to, no delusive hopes, and fall baok fitll edge, my 
resolutions hold. 

I shall always think the better of Ckiddl for not 
merely because his feet are beautiful on the mountains who 
brings godd tidings, but because he showed feeHng-^-'-deep 
feeling, poor fellow—^he who I thought had no mtu'e than his 
numeration table, and who, if he had had his whole countmg^ 
house full of sensibility, had yet his wife and children to 
bestow it upon—will not forget this if I get through. I 
love the virtues of rough and round men; the others are 
to escape in salt rheum, sal-volatile, and a white pocket- 
handkerchief. An odd thought strikes me: when I die will 
the Journal of these days be taken out of the ebony cabinet 
at Abbotsfonl, and read as the transient pout of a man 
worth £60,000, with wonder that the well-seeming Baronet 
should ever have experienced such a hitch ? Or will it 
be found in some obscure lodging-house, where the decayed 
son of chivalry has hung up his scutcheon for some 2Db, a 
we^, and where one or two old friends will look grave 
and whisper to each other, “Poor gentleman,” “A well- 
meaning man,” " Nobody’s enemy but his own,” “ Thought his 
, parts could never wear out,” “Family poorly Irffc,” “Pity he 
took that foolish title ” ? '^ho can answer this question I 

It 

What a life mine has been!—-half educated, almost 
w^f)lly neglected or Idt to myself, stuffing my head witib 
mc^ nonsensical,irash, and undervalued in society for a 
.tee Oy most of my companions, getting forward and hedd 
A bc^and clever felbw, contrary to the epinion of all who 
teught me a nmre dreamer, broken-hearted £cv tw)? years, 
my heart hpdsomely pieced again, but the crack will re-. 
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<1^ poor four or five tunee^ 

;. b;^ (m ^ T^ge of rain, yet opened new sbnrees of wealth 
almoet overflowing. Kow taken in my pitch of pride, and 
n^idy vdnged (unlees the good news hold), becatue London 
<diOoses to be in an uproar, and in the tnmnlt bolls and 
baars, a poor inoffensive lion like myself is pushed to the 
* wall. And what is to be tiie end of it ? Cbd knows. And 
so ends the catechism. 

December 19.^BallaDtyne here before breakfast He 
looks on Oadell’s last night’s news with more confidence 
than I do; but 1 must go to work be my thoughts sober or 
lively. Constable came in and sat an hour. The old gentle¬ 
man is firm as a rock, and scorns the idea of Hurst and 
' Bobinson’s stopping. He talks of going up to London nezt 
week and making sales of our interest in W[oodstock] and 
Dcmey, which would put a hedge round his finances. He is 
a v&j clever fellow, and will, I tHihk, bear us through. 

Dined at Lord Chief-Baron’s.^ Lord Justice-Clerk; 
Lord President;* Captain Scarlett,® a gentlemanlike young 
man, the son of the great Counsel,^ and a friend of my 
son Walter; Lady Charlotte Hope, and other woman-kind; 
B. Dundas of Amiston, and his pleasant and good- 
humoured little wife, whose quick intelligent look pleases 
me more, though her face be plain, than a hundred 
mechanical beauties. 

IkmCb&r 20.—like Ch. Ba. Shepherd very much*—as 
much, 1 think, aaany man 1 have learned to know of late years. 
IDiere is a neatness and precision, awiloseness and truth, in. 
the time of his conversation, which shows what a lawyer he 
must have been. Perfect good-humour bnd suavity of manner^ 
^h e little warmth of temper on suitable^acoiunons. His 

j., 

* fiir SIhepherd. eighty-oina. 

s •Afterwttda Sk Jamei Yoke 

vfao the offioe Lovd Preei- Soerlett, 6.C.B. 
deal of the Conrt of Seaeton for ifamee Soerlett, fhet Ixurd 

tllbiy ^ in 1861 eged Abt^r. 
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great dea^ess alcme prevented him being lK>rd Chief- 
Jnetice. I never saw a man so patient under such a malad^r. 
He loves society, and converses excellently; yet is often 
obliged, in a mixed company particularly, to lay aside his 
trumpet, retire into himself, and withdraw from the talh, 

. He does this with an expression of patience on his countmi- 
ance which touches one much. He has occasion for patience ‘ 
otherwise, I should think, for Lady S. is fine and fidgety, 
and too anxious to have eveiythingpotWe dmse. 

Constable’s licence for the Dedication is come, which will^., 
make him happy.' 

' Dined with James Ballantyne, and met my old friend 
Mathews, the comedian, with his son, now grown up a 
clover, rather forward lad, who makes songs in the style of 
James Smith or Colman, and sings them with spirit; rather 
lengthy though. 

Decemh&i’ 21.—^There have been odd associations attending 
my two last meetings with Mathews. The last time I saw 
him, before yesterday evening, he dined with me in com¬ 
pany with poor Sir Alexander Boswell, who was killed 
within two or three months.* I never saw Sir Alexander 


^The Dedication of ConstaAk's 
liiacelUmy was penned by Sir 
Walter—** To Hie Majesty King 
Cleorge xv.ithemoBtgenerouBpatron 
even of the most humble attempts 
towards the advantage of his sub* 
jeots, this JfiweKany, designed tb 
extend useful knowledge and ele¬ 
gant literature, by placing Wbrks of 
standard merit within the attain¬ 
ment of every class of readers, 
ia* most humbly inscribed by 
His Majesty’s dutiful and devoted 
•object—Archibald Conatable.”— 
9 . 0. x» 

. * Pri^bsHy a slip of tite pen for 
weeks,*' as Matiiews was in 
Lohdon In March (1822), and we 
know l^at he dined with Scott in 


Castle Street on the 10th of Febm* 
ary. JIfemotVa, vol. iii. p.262. Mr. 
Lockhart says, " within a week," 
and at p. 33 vol. vii. gives on ac¬ 
count of a dinner party. Writing 
BO many years after the event he 
may have mistaken the date. James 
BoBwell4ied in London 24th Febru¬ 
ary 1822 i his brother, Sir Alexander, 
was at the funeral, and did not re¬ 
turn to Edinburgh till Saturday 23d 
March. James Stuart of Duneam 
challenged him on Monday ; they 
fought on Tuesday, and BosweU 
died on the follovring day, March 27. 
Mr. Lockhart says that "sevwral 
ciroomstanoes of Sir Alexander's 
death are exactly reproduced in the 
duel scene in 8t, Jfontm'a Ifeg." 
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The time before was in 1S16, when John Scott of 
0ala and 1 w^ returning from France, and passed through 
liOndon, when we brought Mathews down as far as Leaming¬ 
ton. Poor Byron lunched, or rather made an early dinner, 
with us at Long's, and a most brilliant day we had of it I 
never saw Byron so full of fun, frolic, wit, and whim; he 
was as playful as a kitten. Well, 1 never saw him again.^ 
So this man of mirth, with his merry meetings, has brought 
me no luck. 1 like better that he should throw in his talent 
of mimiciy and humour into the present current tone of the 
company, than that he should be required to give this, that, 
and t’other hit selected from his public recitations. They 
are good certainly—-excellent; but thSn you mitst laugh, and 
that is always severe to me. Wlien I do laugh in sincerity, 
the joke must be or seem unpremeditated. I could not help 
thinking, in the midst of the glee, what gloom had lately 
been over the minds of three of the company, Oadell, J. B., 
and the JournaHst. What a strange scene if the surge of 
conversation could suddenly ebb like the tide, and [show] us 
the state of people’s real minds! Savary * might have been 
gay in such a party with all his forgeries in his heart. 


* In a tetter to Skene written 
late in 1821, Scott, in expreeaing 
Ms regret at not being able to meet 
Boswell, adds, *' I hope J. Boz comes 
to make some stay, but I shall scarce 
forgive him for not coming at the 
fine season.” IHie brothers Boswell 
had been Mr, Skene’s schoolfelloiys 
end Intimate Mends ; and he had 
lived much with them both in Eng¬ 
land and Scotland. 

Skene says, in a note to 
Letter 28, that *'they were men of 
remarkable talents, and James of 
great learning, both evincing a 
dsidi of ^mir father’s eooentricity, 
bnt ^ined to greater talent. Sir 
Walter took great pleasure in their 
sodety, but James being resident in 


London, the opportunity of enjoying 
his company had of late been rare. 
Upon the present occasion he had 
dined with me in the greatest health 
and spirits the evening before his 
departure for London, and in a week 
we had accounts of his having been 
seized by a sudden Ulness which 
carried him off. In a few weeks 
more his brother. Sir Alexander, 
was killed in a duel occasioned by a 
foolish poiitioal lampoon which he 
had written, and in a thcnj^tless 
maimer suffered to find its way to a 
newspaper. ”— Rammcencu, 

* See L{|%, vd. v. p. 87. 

* Henry l^vazy, son of a banker 
in Bristol, had bem tried for forgery 
a few months before. 
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Whi<^iiukbei»fttih ihe ’ , , , 

Xif^ could not be endiired were it seen in reality. 

Hungs are mending in town, and H[nrst] and B[o1]^Mn] 
trrite wit& confidence, and are, it would seem, strongl^r su|^- 
jiorted by wealthy friends, Cadell and Constable are con¬ 
fident of their making their way through the storm, and the 
impression of their stability is general in London. I hear the 
same from Lockhart. Indeed, I now believe that they wrote 
gloomy letters to Constable, chiefiy to get as much money , 
out of them as they possibly could. But they had well* 
nigh overdone it. This being Teind Wednesday must be 
a day of leisure and labour. Sophia has got a house, 25 Pall 
Mall Dined at home with Lady Scott and Anne. 

JDeomJber 22.—I wrote six of my close pages yesterday, 
wluch is about twenty-four pages in print. What is more, 
1 think it comes off twangingly. The story is so very 
interesting in itself, that there is no fear of the book answer¬ 
ing.^ Superficial it must be, but 1 do not disown the charge. 
Better a superficial book, which brings well and strikingly 
together the known and acknowledged facts, than a dull 
boring narrative, pausing to see further into a mill-stone at 
every moment than the nature of the mill-stone admits. 
Kbthing is so tiresome as walking through some beautiful 
scene with a minute philoso^r, a botanist, or pebble- 
gatherer, who is eternally calling your attention from the 
grand features of the natural scenery to look at grasses and 
chttcky-stones. Yet, in their way, they give useful informa¬ 
tion; and so does the minute historian. Gad, X think 


Diat will look well in the preface. My bile is quit^ gone. 
I really believe it arose from mere anxiety. What a wonder¬ 
ful connection between the mind and body! 

air of "Bonnie Dundee” rufining in my hekd to^y, I 




few verses to it before dinner, taking the key-nofe 


^ SVom Wh<U d'ye &dl ief 1>y Jdbn Oay. 
^ Zf^e qfNapoUm.--J, o. i* 
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story of Olavers leaVmg the Scottish ConYentiou 
of Sstat^ ill I wonder ifthey are good. Aht poor 

ICrskinel^ thou couldstand wouldst have told me. 1 

V V ^ 

mu^ consult J. B., who is as honest as was W. £. But 
then, tho^h he has good taste too, there is a little of 
Big Bow-wow about it. Can’t sa 7 what made me take a 
frisk so uncommon of late years, as to write verses of free¬ 
will. 1 suppose the same impulse which makes birds sing 
when the storm seems blown over. 

Dined at Lord Minto’s. There were Lord and Lady 
Buthven, Will Clerk, and Thomas Thomson,—a right 
choice party. There was also my very old friend Mrs. 
Brydone, the relict of * the traveller,* and daughter of Prin¬ 
cipal Robertson, and really worthy of such a connection— 
Lady Minto, who is also peculiarly agreeable—and her 
sister, Mrs. Admiral Adam, in the evening. 

December 23.—The present Lord Minto is a very agree¬ 
able, well-informed, and sensible man, but he possesses 
neither the high breeding, ease of manner, nor eloquence 
of his father, the first Earl. That Sir Gilbert was indeed a 
man among a thousand. I knew liim very intimately in 
the beginning of the century, and, which was very agreeable, 
was much at his house on very easy terms. He loved the 
Muses, and worshipped them in secret, and used to read 
some of his poetry, which was but middling. 

^ See Soott’e Poetical Works, vol. he arranged with the puhlishers for 
xii. pp. —J. o. Zi. Scott’s earliest literary venture, a 

* William Erskino of KJnnedder thin 4to of some 48 pages entitled 
tras Scott’s smiior by two years at The Chatty etc. See L\fe throngh- 
the bar, havmg passed Advocate in out, more particularly vol. i. pp. 
!7dU pie became Sherifif of Orkney 279-80, 333*4, 838-9; ii. pp. 10S<4; 
ha 1809, and took his seat on the iv. pp. 12, 166, 369; v. p. 174; vi. 
Bench as l<m*d Einnedder, 29 Janu- p. 393; vii. pp. 1, 5, 6, 70-74. See 
sfy 1822 { he died on the 14th of Appendix for Mr. Irene’s account 
Angast following. Scott and 'he of the destruction of the letters 
met Brst in 176i2, and, aa is well from Scott to Erskine. 
known, he after^rds ** became the * Patrick Brydone, author of A 

sesiest and, most oomfidential of all STour throagh Sidliy and Malta, 
his Sdbibtugh associates.” In 1790 2 vbh. 8vo, 1773. 
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Tom Campbell lived at Minto, but it was in a state of 
dependence whidi be brooked very ill. He was Idsidiy 
treated> but would not see it in the right view^ and suspected 
sHghts, and so on, where no such thing was meant There 
was a turn of Savage about Tom, though without his l^ack- 
guardism—a kind of waywardness of mind and irritability 
that must have made a man of his genius truly unhappy. 
Lord Minto, with the mildest manners, was very tenacious 
of bis opinions, although he changed them twice in the 
crisis of politics. He was the early Mend of Fox, and made'" 
a>figure towards the end of the American war, or during the 
struggles betwixt Fox and Pitt. Then came the Bevolurion, 
and he joined the Anti-Gallican party so keenly, that he 
declared against Addington’s peace with France, and was 
for a time, I believe, a Wyndhamite. He was reconciled to 
the Whigs on the Fox and Grenville coalition; but 1 have 
heard that Fox, contrary to his wont, retained such personal 
feelings as made him object to Sir Gilbert Elliot’s having 
a seat in the Cabinet; so he was sent as Govemor>G«neral 
to India—a better thing, 1 take it, for his fortune. He died 
shortly after his return,^ at Hatfield or Barnet, on his way 
down to his native country. He was a most pleasing and 
amiable man. 1 was very sorry for his death, though I do 
not know how we should have met, for the contested election 
in 1805 [in Eoxburghshire] had placed some coldness betwixt 
the present Lord and md I was certainly anxious for 
Sir Alexander Don, both as friend of my most kind friend 
Charles, Puke of Buccleuch, and on political accounts; and 
Jbhose thwartings are what men in public life do not like 
to endure. After a cessation of Mendsbip for some years, 
we have come about again. W'e never had the slightest 
personal dispute or disagreement But politics are the 
, bloT^ipe beneath whose influence the best cemented friend- 


* Gilbert, Earl of Minto, died in June 1814.—j. o. 
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ihipfi too often dissever; and ours, after all, was only a very 
^tmiHaT acquaintance. 

" B is veiy odd that the conunon people at Minto and 
the neighbourhood will not believe to this hour that the 
first Earl is dead. They think he had done something in 
India which he could not answer for—^that the house was 
rebuilt on a scale unusually large to give him a suite of 
secret apartments, and that he often walks about the woods 
and crags of Minto at night, with a white nightcap, and long 
white beard. The circumstance of his having died on the 
road down to Scotland is the sole foundation of this absurd 
legend, which shows how willing the vulgar are to gull 
themselves when they can find no one else to take the trouble. 
I have seen people who could read, write, and cipher, shrug 
their shoulders and look mysterious when this subject was 
mentioned. One very absurd addition was made on occasion 
of a great ball at Minto House, which it was said was given 
to draw all people away from the grounds, that the concealed 
Earl might have leisure for his exercise. This was on the 
principle in the German play,^ where, to hide their con¬ 
spiracy, the associates join in a chorus song. 

We dmed at home; Mr. Davidoff and his tutor kept an 
engagement with us to dinner notwithstanding the death of 
the Emperor Alexander. They went to the play with the 
womankind; 1 stayed at home to write. 

Decemher 24.—Wrote Walter and Jane, and gave the 
former an aocoimt of how things had been in the money 
market, and the loan of £10,000. Constable has a scheme 
of publidiiing the works of the Author of W[averley] in a 
superior style, at £1, Is. volume. He says he will answer 
lor making £20,000 of this, and liberally offered me any 
share of the profit I have no great claim to any, as I have 
only to contribute the notes, which are light work; yet a 
few thousands coming in will be a good thing—^besides the 

* See Caamii^a German Play, in the Anti-Jaeohin.’^j. a. l. 
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Ofiloe. Ooii$tabld, thou^ 

bifl paifcaer» is oettamly as good a pilQb in rtib6l& ‘ 
as ever man put faith ia. His mlly has pnt hie 
mind of the old song :— 

^ The tailor raise a&d shook his duds, 

He gat'd the Bills flee aff in dads, 

And they that stayed gat fearfu’ thuds— 

The tailor proyed a man, 0.” ^ 

We are for Abbotsford to-day, with a light heart. 

Abhotqford, Decmher 25.—Arrived here last night at 
seven. Our halls are silent compared to last year, but let 
us be thankful—when we think how near the chance 
appeared but a weeks since that these halls would have 
been ours no longer. Barlarus has segbtes ? NvMum nwmm 
abest, »i sU pmAentia. There shall be no lack of wisdom. 
But come— U faid (nUtiver noire jardin^ Let us see: I 
will write out the “Bonnets of Bonnie Dundee”; I 
will sketch a preface to La Bochejacquelin for Consiahle^s 
Miscellany, and try about a specimen of notes for the 
■W[averley Novels]. Together with letters and by-business, 
it will be a good day’s work. 

“ I make a vow, 

And keep it true.” 

I will accept no invitation for dinner, save one to Newton- 
Don, and Mertoun to-morrow, instead of Christmas Day. 
On this day of general devotion I have a particular call 
for gratitude! i 


My God! what poor creatures we are I After all my 
fair prdposals yesterday, I was seized with a most violent 
pain in the right kidney and parts adjacent, which, joined 
to deadly sickness which it brought on, fbrced me instantly to 




go to bed and send for Clarkson.* He came .imd inquired, 


¥ ' 1 ‘ 

^ Ste Jolmaou’s Mvakal Museum, 
Kb. ifltteed. 

> SSo o. l. 


* James dorksotit Bsq., sargeon, 
Melrose, son to Sot^t's eld frisod, 
Ihr. darkscm of Selkick.-r^, a. i, 
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|<wtoftftdag tlie to be gmvel Aogm^ted hy bile, 

f uni In greet egony tiU about two o’<dock, but awoke 
Wli^ the pain gona 1 got tip, lia4 a fixe in my dressing- 
(fiOeet, and bad Balgleisb to sbave me—triiles, wbich 
1 only mention, beoanee they axe oontraxy to my hardy and 
independent personal habita But although a man cannot 
be a hero to his valet, his valet in sickness becomes of 
gteat use to him. I cannot expect that this first will be 
the last visit of this cmel complaint; but shall we receive 
good atiihe hand of God, and not receive evil ? 

Xkemher 21th —Slept twelve hours at a stretch, being 
much exhausted. Totally without pain to-day, but un¬ 
comfortable from the effects of calomel, which, with me 
at least, is like the assistance of an auxiliary army, just 
one degree more tolerable than the enemy it chases away. 
Calomel contemplations are not worth recording. I wrote 
an introduction and a few notes to the Mmmrs of Madams 
La LU^^asqudva} being all that I was equal to. 

Sir Adam Ferguson came over and tried to marry 
my verses to the tune of “ Bonnie Dundee.” They seem 
well adapted to each other. Dined with Lady Scott and 
Anne. 

Worked at Pepys in the evening, with the purpose of 
review for Lockhart^ Notwithstanding the depressing effects 
of the calom^, 1 fed the pleasure of being alone and unin¬ 
terrupted. Few men, leading a quiet life, and without any 
•tror^ or highly varied change of circumstances, have seen 
mote vaxfoty of society than I—few have enjoyed it more, or 
beeh iorsd, as it is called, less by the company of tiresome 
people. I have rarely, if ever, found any one, out of whom 
I eohld not extract amusement or edification; and were 1 
obHged to account for hints afforded on such occasions^ 

^ Apt OSpnfaitle'* JflMtSonif, v«L Jemwcy 182 $—or Aoott’« Ifiiea/* 
0* 3* kmum JPnm WorJif.—j. o. t. 

* Am the Qmtetrfy Mkvktt lot 
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I iMId an am^ dednotion tai silf 
j^aia, Stall, howet^, tan tlie ecqdiesii ; 

infianber, I prefei^ the pleasure of being alone to ,wel^i^g. 
ta visitors, and have often tafen a bannook and bit jd^ 
cb«e86''to the wood or hOl, to avoid dining with j(tapai^« 
As I grew from boyhood to numhood I saw this 
not do; and that to gain a place in men% esteem I mu$t 
nf^ir and bustle with them. Pride and an exdtaticm 
. spirits supplied the real pleasure which others seem tip Isel 
in society, and certainly upon many occasions it was xeah^ 
Still, if the question was, eternal company, without the 
power of retiring within ^ourself, or solitary confinement 
for life, I should say, “ Turnkey, lock the cell I” My life, 
though not without its fits of waking and strong exertion, 


''has been a sort of dream, spent in 


" Chewing the cad of sweet and bitter 

I have worn a wishing-cap, the power of which has been to 
divert present griefs by a touch of the wand of imagination, 
and gild over the future prospect by prospects more fair than 
can ever be realised. Somewhere it is said that this castle¬ 
building—^this wielding of the aerial trowel—is fatal to exer¬ 
tions in actual life. 1 cannot tell j I have not found it so. 1 
cannot, indeed, say like Madame Genlis, that in the imaginaiy 
scenes in which I have acted a part I ever prepared myself 
for imyriiing which actually befell me; but I have cmtainly 
fashioned out much that made the present hour pase 
pleasantly away, and much chat has enabled me to contri¬ 
bute to the amusement ef the public. Since I was five years 
'^old X cannot remember the time when I had not some Idsal 
part to play for my own solitaxy amusement 

Dmmher 28.—Somehow I think the attack on Christmae 
bus been of a critical kind, and, having gpne off wi^ 
^ rnhy be productive rather of health than continued m^iipo9^- 

' ^ V , i^i7iHfX*0e e,Aotiy.Sc.&— 7.aXi, 







»to get a reB^al of health in his fi%-fotixth 
Jte inust look to pay fine for it Last night George 
' came to see how I was, poor fellow. He has talent, 

Is WJS^l inlo]^^ has an excdlent heart; hntthere is 
eooentrichy about him that defies description. I wish 
to God I saw him provided in a country kirk. That, with a 
rational wife-»tliat is, if there is such a thing to be gotten for 
him;—would, I think, bring him to a steady temper. At 
{Sfesent he is between the tyning and the winning. If I 
cotdd ^ him to set to any hard study, he would do some¬ 
thing clever. 

Sow to make a critic .—sly rogue, sheltering himsdf 
under the generio name of Mr. Campbell, requested of me, 
through the penny-post, the loan of £60 for two years, 
ba^ng an impulse, as he said, to make this demand. As I 
felt no corresponding impulse, I liegged to decline a demand 
which might have been as reasonably made by any Campbell 
on earth; and another impulse has determined the man of 
fifty pounds to send me anon 3 mious abuse of my works and 
temper and ^fish disposition. The severity of the joke lies 
in 14d. for postage, to avoid which his next epistle shlQl go 
back to the clerks of the Post Office, as not for S. W. S. 
How the severe rogue would be disappointed, if he knew I 
never looked at more than the first and last lines of his 
sathical effiision I 

When 1 first saw that a literary profession was to be my 
late, 1 endeavoured by all efforts of stoicism to divest myself 
Cf that irritable degree of sensibility—or, to speak plainly, 
of vanity—which makes the poetical race miserable and 
ridlculQua The anxiety of a poet for praise and for com- 
^limeats I have always endeavoured [to keep down} 


' * 'feinamSf tvtw at Abbotsford. George Thomson^ihe bappy 'Do* 
Ur* iMMd^jwrt .fftye.i *'l observe, niii>ieIhom«»i*eftiwbappyday«<tf 
'm Uw ii paidng througb Abbotsford: be died at Edinboigb 
pr^ the de^ of tbe DiW* optbe Itb of Jajitiaiy 1838.” 








^ «n flOfy 001^ maiDi 
lliat he shoold be the eleve ^ 






‘ j; l‘'^i>. \. 


it makes one ^wofally dogged and sna^V’ ’^, 
Batty, ^e Quaker, says in his Cfwmal,^ . ■;; ' 

^nt Lockhart four pages on Sheridan’s playi | nieit '^9!^ 
good, I think, but the demand came sudden. Hii^ 
W^kl* yet am vexed by that humour of coniandit&i 
which makes me incline to do anything else in prefemnSiu . 
Coihmenced preface for new edition of my Novda ’!Ihd 
city of Cork send my freedom in a silver box. I thought 
I was out of their grace for going to see Blarney rath^ 
than the Cove, for which I was attacked and defended 
in the papers when in Ireland. I am sure they are so civil 
that I would have gone wherever they wished me to go if I 
had had any one to have told me what 1 ought to be most 
inquisitive about. 

“ For if 1 should ^ lion come in strife 
Into snob place, 't were pity of my lifel*’ * 

JD$miber 30.—Spent at home and in labour^with the 
weight of unpleasant news from Edinburgh. J. E is like 
to be pinched next week unless the loan can he brought 
forward. 1 must and have endeavoured to supply him. 
juesent the result of my attempts is uncertain. X am ev^ 
more anxious about Cjpnstable] & Co., unless they get 
assistanoe from their Lohdon friends to whom they gave 
much. All is in God’s hands. The worst can only be wW . 
I have before anHdpated. But I must, I think, renouu^!% , 

^ .V3ttnii|*s “O'poortith oanld and 
ras|U«M 

1 a pfaysioiao 

osdnanoc in Dnblto, died in 
ilk executors pubUsbed 

sad 

Jduuiw as bebR 


muob amnaed with <Jt(ulesr'; 
doetor's ndnute oonleMdoBa. 
the Life of Jt^nsoa i«ft g|lmW7^ 
*--j. o. n , '■ 

* lfcod*toelh>ODat^t(i^ 


* A Jfideminet 
Act in. Se. 1. 









, iXbcgr (luiiig twQ this evening) i]M 

tnMioii of wliicli 1 had po feelings while abstaining firoxn 
them. Pined alone with Gordon,^ IMy S., and Anne. 
James Carle, Melrose, has handsomelj lent me £000; he 
has done Idndljr. I have served him before and will again 
if in my power. 

Ikeember 81.—Took a good sharp walk the first time 
dnce my illness, and found myself the better in health and 
spirits. Being Hogmanay, these dined with us Colonel 
Bussell and his sisters, Sir Adam Ferguson and Lady, 
Cdon^ Ferguson, with Mary and Margaret; an auld-warld 
psriy, who made themselves happy in the auld fashion. 1 
felt so tired about eleven that I was fbroed to steal to bed. 


* George Huntly Gordon, amsnnenirii to Soott. 




PREFACE. 


Ok tfae death of Sir Walter Seott in 1832 , his 
«a!ipe literaiy remams ^ the disposal of 

hie fK>xi<ip%,v, Mr. John i^^lchart. Among 

Ihese remaihs were two voini]^ of a Journal which 
had been kept by Sir Walter fiom 1825 to 1832 . 
Mr, Lockhart made large tise of ^is Journal in his ad¬ 
mirable life of his father-in-law. Writing, however, 
so short a time after Scotf s death, he could not use 
it so freely as he might have wished, and, according 
to ins own statement, it waa “by regard for the 
feelings of lining persons” that he both omitted and 


altmed t snd indeed he printed no chapter of the 
Biiuy in full. 

I’hme is no longer any reason why the Journal 
not be published in entirety, and by kie 
p^^ion of the Ifhn. Mrs, MaxweU-Scott it now 
exac% as Scoti left itr^but for the correc- 
jie® pf .obvious slips of the pen atnd the omission of 
.d^^iis, ohiedy of family and domestic interest. 

Journal CK^fnsi&ls strfidl 4to 
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volumes, 9 inches by 8, bound in vellum and furnished 
with strong locks. The manuscript is closely written 
on both sides, and towards the end shows painful 
evidence of the physical prostration of the writer. 
The Journal abruptly closes towards the middle of 
the second volume with the following entry—probably 
the last words ever penned by Scott— 


di iuuy^ ^ ^ ^ /It'XA^AtJL Ijv^U, yXAJ^l^, t/f ^ ^ 

4AiM- ^ ^ u 


/ 




In the annotations, it seemed most satisfactory 
to follow as closely as possible the method adopted 
by Mr. Lockhart. In the case of those parts of the 
Journal that have been already published, almost 
all Mr. Lockhart’s notes have been reproduced, and 
these are distinguished by his initials. Extracts 
irom the Life, from James Skene of Rubislaw’s un¬ 
published Reminiscences, and from unpublished letters 
of Scott himself and his contemporaries, have been 
freely used wherever they seemed to illustrate par¬ 
ticular passages in the Journal. 
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With regard to Scott^s quotations a certain difficulty 
presented itself. In his Journal he evidently quoted 
from memory, and he not unfrequently makes con¬ 
siderable variations from the originals. Occasionally, 
indeed, it would seem that he deliberately made 
free with the exact words of his author, to adapt 
them more pertinently to his own mood or the 
impulse of the moment. In any case it seemed best 
to let Scott’s quotations appear as he wrote them. 
His reading lay in such curious and unfrequented 
quarters that to verify all the sources is a nearly 
impossible task. It is to be remembered, also, 
that he himself held very free notions on the sub¬ 
ject of quotation. 

I have to thank the Hon. Mrs. Maxwell-Scott for 
permitting me to retain for the last three years the 
precious volumes in which the Journal is contained, 
and for granting me access to the correspondence of 
Sir Walter preserved at Abbotsford, and I have 
likewise to acknowledge the courtesy of His Grace 
the Duke of Buccleuch for allowing me the use of 
the Scott letters at Diilkeith. To Mr. W. F. Skene, 
Historiographer Eoyal for Scotland, my thanks are 
warmly rendered for intrusting me with his precious 
heirloom, the volume which contains Sir Walter’s 
letters to his father, and the Reminiscences that 
accompany them—one of many kind offices towards 
me during the last thiit}^ years in our relations 
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as author and publisher. I am also obliged to Mr. 
Archibald Constable for permitting me to use the 
interesting Memorandum by James Ballantyne. 

Finally, I have to express my obligation to many 
other friends, who never failed cordially to respond 
to any cidl T made upon them. 

D. D. 


EumBUKGH, 22 DrCIMMONJ) rLACI':, 
Octouer I, 1890. 
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